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NOTE. 

With one exception, the plays in this volume have 
been selected from the three volumes of Thiatre 
de Campagne and the two volumes of Saynktes et 
Monologues which have lately been published in 
Paris. 

The exception is " He and She," which is from the 
Italian. The translator's absence in Europe pre- 
vents rectifying his omission of the author's name. 

In order to adapt these plays for American act- 
ing, the translators have taken many liberties with 
the text — loo many to n^ke specific mention prac- 
ticable. 

Newport, July, 1878. 
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THE REGISTERED LETTER. 

BY GUSTAVE DROZ. 



CHARACTERS. 

HoRTENSE, a Young WidUnv, 
Francine, a Lady's Maid, 
Ferguson, an American, 
Hector Coville, a Deputy. 



SCENE I, 



HoRTENSE — Hector \sleeping\, 
Hortense [reading], 

Down the stream my love and I 

Glide in peace together ; 
Nature laughs as we pass by 

In the summer weather. 
I am braVe and young and strong, 

She is fair and 

[looking at Hector,'] Why, he's asleep ; [going to- 
wards the audience,] Let me present to you my 
future husband, Mr. Hector Coville, deputy at the 
I I 
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tribunal of Orleans ... he has obtained leave of 
absence to come here and make love to me. Look 
at him ! ... he doesn't care much for poetry. 

B«ctor \still asleep\. Charming! Delightful! 

Hortense. He thinks I am still reading... 
While he sleeps, let us talk of his faults. He has 
. . . how shall I say it ? — he has an infirmity 
. . . Oh, not serious ! but annoying ! ... he mixes 
an unending supply of adverbs into all he says. 
Yesterday he introduced an awful long one — in- 
com-men-sur-a-bly ! I came near jumping out of 
the window ! 

Hector \still asleep], Delicious !. . . Delicious ! 

Hortense. Yes [turning to Aim], "She is fair." 
[To the audience^ But he has an excellent heart — is 
very amiable and devoted to me — but always sleepy 
. . . everything considered, I think we will be mar- 
ried in the spring, if the weather is good [looking 
at Aim]. I had better wake him. [SAe sits down 
and knocks loudly on iJie table witA Aerbook; the noise' 
wakens Hector^ 

Hector. Eh ! What, cousin, have you finished al- 
ready ? 

Hortense. Yes, cousin, . . . how do you like the 
ending ? 

Hector. Superb. . .you read. . .adorably ! 

Hortense. An adverb I 

Hector. And I could listen to you . . . indefinitely* 

Hortense. Two. 

Hector. You are a first-rate reader. . .incantea- 
tably. 
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Hortease. Three ! . . . have you finished ? 
OHector. What? 

Hortense. Three adverbs in three phrases ! why, 
it's a perfect disease with you ! a grammatical erup- 
tion. 

Hector. I do it without knowing ; it's a way we 
have in court... when ideas won't come, we 
introduce adverbs, which gives us time to think 
...but I promise to avoid them hereafter. Look 
here, cousin, my leave definitely expires to-morrow, 
and I shall be absolutely obliged to return to Or- 
leans ; you won't let me go without hope ; you 
know I love you passionately. 

Hortense. You are not aware of one thing, cousin, 
that is, that while you have been introducing ad- 
verbs, as you express it, a rival has introduced 
himself. 

Hector. A rival ! Who is he ? 

Hortense. I don't know . . . but here is a curi- 
ous letter I received three days ago \reading\ : 
" Madam, you are a widow, so am I ; you desire to 
marry again, so do I ; we are suited to each other in 
every way. I had my photograph taken to send 
you, but it turned out so badly that I prefer show- 
ing you the original. I remain in Paris two days 
longer. 

"Answer to Grand Hotel, room 124. 

" Peter FERGtrsoN, American, age 47 years." 

Hector. What a mystification ! 

Hortense. A mystification that still continues, for 
yesterday, I received a second letter [repeating from 
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memory], " Madam, I am astonished at receiving 
no reply to my favor of the 27th. .. " 

Hector. He is a madman assuredly. . .indubita- 
bly. 

Hortense [nervously], B-r-r-r ! 

Hector. What? 

Hortense. Indubitably. 

Hector. Oh ! I beg your pardon — slip of the 
tongue — give me this letter. Fortunately I have a 
friend at the Prefecture of Police, who just happens 
to be in the strangers' bureau, and he will inform us 
satisfactorily and explicitly. 

Hortense. There — take breath !. . .You have just 
used three more in your speech. 

Hector. What? 

Hortense. Fortunately, satisfactorily, explicitly 
. . . listen to me, cousin, I can't help it, but I can 
never marry a man who uses so many adverbs. 

Hector. Calm yourself, I beg you ... It is the last, 
or the one before the last. 

Hortense. You have another that worries you ? 

Hector. Yes. 

Hortense. Out with it. 

Hector. 'Et^maWy [kissing her hand]. 

Hortense. Oh! I'll forgive you that one... now 
go, quick ! 

Hector. I will run to the Prefecture, and bring 
you back all the information they have there of your 
friend — Ferguson [kisses her hand and goes oui\. 
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SCENE IL 
HoRTENSE, afterwards Francine. 

Hortense \alone\ He is a good f ellow . . . This 
is the third time I have made him come from Or- 
leans to arrange our marriage. I must give him an 
answer to-day ... I can't put it off indefinitely — 
good, an adverb ! IVe caught his bad habit already. 

Francine [entering with a book and large letter in 
Jur hand]. Madam, here is a registered letter, with 
live red seals. 

Hortense. A registered letter ? 

Francine. The postman says you must sign your 
name in this book. 

Hortense. Where ? 

Francine. Here. \Hortetise signSy Francine goes out 
with booh,] 



SCENE III. 

Hortense, afterwards Francine. 

Hortense [opening the letter]. Who can have sent 
me a registered letter ? [Reading,] " Madam, I write 
you for the third time, asking your hand in marriage/* 
[Spoken.] Ah ! this is too much ! [Reading.] " Fear- 
ing that my two favors of the 26th and 27th have not 
reached you, I take the liberty of registering my 
third. . .Answer, Grand Hotel, room 124." [Spoken,] 
This must be a wager ! The man won*t let me 
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alone ! An answer. . .Yes. . .1*11 send him one. . . 
and by registered letter too. \S?u sits at table and takes 
pen,] What shall I say to him ? It's very simple. 
[Writing.] " Sir ! you annoy me." [Spoken.] Here 
\ . .[putting letter in envelope and writing address.] 
Mr. Peter Ferguson, Grand Hotel, room No. 124. 
[HingSy Francine enters \ Put five red seals on this 
letter, then take it to the post-office and have it reg- 
istered. [Francine laughing.] What are you laughing 
at? 

Francine. It's so funny to send five great pieces of 
wax by the post. [Exit. 

Bortense. I don't know this man ; I've never seen 
him. . .Ferguson ; who can he be ? [Knock at the 
door.] Come in ! 



SCENE ir. 

HoRTENSE — Ferguson, afterwards Francine. 

Fnter Ferguson. 

Ferguson. 1 beg your pardon, madam. 

Hortenie. A stranger ! ... Sir ! 

Ferguson. It is I ! Room 124. 

Hortense. Mr. Ferguson ! what do you want ? 
whom do you wish to see ? 

Ferguson. I have come for my answer. 

Hortense. It is in the mail ... It has just gone. 

Ferguson. Oh ! thank you, madam, thank you. 
I'll go at once. 
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Hortense. Excuse me, one word. 

Fergusos {coming back]. Madam ? 

Hortense. You have written, asking me to marry 
you. 

Fergnson. Three times. 

Hortense. But where have you seen me ? 

Ferguson. Nowhere, madam ; this is the first time 
I have ever met you. 

Hortense. What ! the first time ? [Aside,] The man 
is crazy ! alone with him, he frightens me ! 

Ferguson. My conduct must appear very strange 
to you. 

Hortense. Not at all. . .not at all. . . [Aside,] They 
say you must not contradict a madman, 

Ferguson. One word will explain everything,.. 
Pray sit down. 

Hortense. But . . . 

Ferguson. I beg you. 

Hortense [aside]. I won't oppose him [she sits 
with hell inkand], 1*11 ring the bell if he gets excited. 

Ferguson. I saw your picture in the studio of a 
celebrated painter, and exclaimed to myself : It is 
she ! It is Betsy ! my dear Betsy ! 

Hortense. Betsy ! 

Ferguson. My wife ... an angel . . . whom I had 
the misfortune to lose. 

Hortense. Poor man ! his grief has made him crazy. 

Ferguson. I only received the news from America 
a fortnight ago. 

Hortense. And you think of marrying again ? 

Ferguson. Yes, I will tell you why . . . dear Betsy 
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she possessed every quality, beauty, sensibility ! She 
was traveling on the railway, although I had forbid- 
den her doing so, when an accident occurred. * 

Hortense. Oh ! it was on the railway. 

Ferguson. The train was crossing a wooden 
bridge. They make the bridges very badly in 
America. It broke down, and the train was thrown 
into the Ohio River. 

Hortense. Oh ! what a loss. 

Ferguson. A loss ? No ... I had her insured. 

Hortense. Oh ! 

Ferguson. If you will condescend to give me your 
hand, I will have you insured. 

Hortense. You are very good. 

Ferguson. When I received the fatal telegram. . . 
my first thought was to buy a hank of rope. 

Hortense. What for ? 

Ferguson. I was like a madman ... I wanted to 
hang myself [drawing bail of tivine from his pocket], 
here it is. . .1 never go anywhere without it [rising]. 
Oh! it is easily done. A hook, a nail... the 
least thing [looking at the ceiling]. Oh ! there's a 
hook ! 

Hortense. Sir ! Not here . . . Not here ! 

Ferguson. Don't be afraid. I have given up the 
idea. . .for the present. . . [he sits dawn]. It 
was the sight of your portrait that has caused this 
miracle ... for your resemblance to Betsy is most 
remarkable — as like as two drops of water... in 
profile ; be kind enough to turn round a little. 

Hortense. But, sir. . . 
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Ferguson. I insist upon it ! . . . 

Hortense. There, there. [Aside,] It won't do to ex- 
cite him. [A/oud] Like that ? 

Ferguson. Yes. . .oh ! yes ! [Ae takes out handker- 
chiefs and weeps], Betsy! my dear Betsy! Don't 
stir \begins to cry again]. That does me good. 

Hortense. I can't sit here all day. . .in profile. . • 
making him cry. 

Ferguson. Here is her photograph — ^it is a striking 
likeness. 

Hortense. Let me see it. [Looking at it aside ^ Why, 
she has got a nose all on one side. \Aloudy giving it 
to him,] It seems to me that the nose. . . 

Ferguson. Yes, hers is better... but with such 
a perfect resemblance, it is impossible that you 
should not have some of her good qualities ... I 
would not say all . . . that would be blasphemy ! 

Hortense. Well ! he's polite ! 

Ferguson. For I think, madam, you would certain- 
ly not pretend to equal all her merits. 

Hortense. Oh ! certainly not ! 

Ferguson. She was sweet — simple — modest . . . 
Oh ! put yourself in profile I beg. . .She spoke four 
languages — and such a musician ! She composed 
. . .here, madam, is a ballad which burst from her 
heart in a moment of inspiration. 

Hortense [aside]. He is going to sing. 

Ferguson [sifigs a verse of a ballad]. What do 
you say to that ? 

Hortense. It is charming . . . and new. 

Ferguson. I swear to make you happy. 
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Hortense. Excuse me. 

Ferguson. You doubt me ? 

Hortense. No ! no ! \Asidei\ How can I get rid 
of him ? 

Ferguson. All your wishes, all your caprices shall 
be satisfied . . . You will have riches and luxury . . . 
I am rich . . . and in exchange I only ask one thing, 
that you will place yourself occasionally in profile. 

Hortense. What ! again ? 

Ferguson. Is it agreed ? 

Francine [coming t/i]. Madam. 

Hortense. What is it ? 

Francine. The treasurer of your society is in the 
library, and desires to speak to you. 

Hortense [aside]. She comes just in time. [ To Fer- 
guson.] Excuse me, sir. 

Ferguson. And your answer ? 

Hortense. I told you I sent it to the mail. 

Ferguson. Favorable? [getting excited.] If it is 
not ! I am capable of . . . 

Hortense. No... return to your hotel... you will 
be satisfied. [ To Francine in a low voice.] Get him 
out of the house as soon as you can, and never let 
him in again on any pretense. He is a madman ! 

Francine. A madman ! 

Ferguson. Madam — 

Hortense. You'll find it all right. [Exit. 
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SCENE V. 
Ferguson — Francine. 

Francine \aside^ looking at him\. Oh! that's a mad- 
man, is it ? 

Ferguson. Who is this treasurer who is waiting for 
your mistress ? 

Francine. Treasurer of the Orphan Society, of 
which she is president. 

Ferguson. Ah ! that's very good ... it is a good 
trait. . .Betsy also took care of little orphans — but 
they were birds . . . \taking out check-book]. You must 
take a donation from me. Ten thousand francs, is 
that enough ? 

Francine. Oh ! 

Ferguson. Twenty? 

Francine. Pshaw! make it thirty — for all the differ- 
ence it will make to you. 

Ferguson. You are right [tearing off check on which 
he has written^ and handing to Francine]. You will 
get the money at Rothschild's. 

Francine. What an amiable madman ! 

Ferguson. But you resemble Betsy too. Put 
yourself in profile. 

Francine. There ! [Aside.] He amuses me. 

Ferguson. Oh no ! not at all. You're a fraud. 

Francine. A fraud ! 

Ferguson. Listen to me . . . You will come with us 
to America. Wouldn't you like to ? 

Francine [complacently]. If you wish me to. 
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Ferguson. 1*11 get you a husband there. . .1 have 
got one for you in my eye now. 

Francine. A blond ? 

Ferguson. No ! ... he is rather dark. He is a 
negro. 

Francine. Oh ! thanks ! I don't want him. 

Ferguson. Oh ! you are prejudiced. . .Well, I must 
return to the hotel . . . Your mistress wrote to me this 
morning ? 

Francine. Oh ! a very large letter. . .with five great 
red seals. I mailed it myself. 

Ferguson. You ! you were the bearer of my good 
fortune . . . good girl ! Wait ! I will draw a check 
for you too \takes out cfuck'book\ 

Francine. Oh ! don't give yourself the trouble, you 
will use up all your paper. 

Ferguson. You are disinterested — that's very well! 
but you'll die in the poor-house. . .Good-by. If 
you think you look like Betsy, you are very much 
mistaken \goes out quickly]. 



SCENE VI, 
Francine, afterwards Hortense. 

Francine. That is a curious party. . .but he is not 
bad, at all. 

Hortense [putting her head in at the door\ Well ! 
has he gone ? 

Francine. Yes, ma'am ... Oh, he has been very 
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funny — ^he has left a check for thirty thousand francs 
for your orphans. 

Hortensc. Poor man. 

Francine. Here it is — he has a bank-book from 
which he tears checks and offers them to everybody 
— ^he wanted to give me one. 

Hortense. I suppose he has no family to take care 
of him. 

Francine. He offered to marry me. . .to a negro ; 
and then he said, " You are like Betsy — ^put your- 
self in profile." 

Hortense. What ! You too ? 

Francine. Yes ; then he said, " No, you are not like 
Betsy ". . .and called me a fraud. 



SCENE VII, 
Hortense — Francine — Hector. 

Hector \coming vi\. Here I am. I have just come 
from the Prefecture, and I bring you full informa- 
tion concerning Mr. Ferguson. 

Fergoaon. It*s useless, we have seen him. 

Hector. Here 1 

Hortense. Yes \with compassi<m\, Alas, what a mis- 
fortune ! 

Hector. What ? 

Hortense. He is completely crazy. 

Hector. He ? Not at all ! 

Hortense. What do you mean ? 

Hector. On the contrary, he is perfectly clear- 
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headed, marvelously endowed, astonishingly organ- 
ized. 

HortensG. Oh ! there you are, at it again. 

Hector. What? 

Hortense. Your adverbs. 

Hector. I beg your pardon — I hurried so. Well ! 
he is one of those adventurous speculators . . . 
such as only America produces. He rose from 
nothing — and is now worth forty millions. 

Francine. Oh ! good heavens ! and I refused to 
receive a check from him ! 

Hortense. But that's impossible. I tell you I have 
seen him — talked to him. He wanted to hang him- 
self with a ball of twine, which he always carries 
with him. 

Francine. And he offered to marry me to a negro! 

Hector. The Prefecture knows everything. They 
have exact information about him ; he is not an 
ordinary person. . .Why, he has even been, for a 
short time, president of one of the small republics 
in South America. 

Hortense. He president ! 

Francine [forgetting herself]. Good heavens ! 
Oh ! I beg your pardon. 

Hortense. He told me that I looked like Betsy, his 
first wife, and proposed to marry me on account of 
the likeness. 

Hector. And how did you get rid of him ? 

Hortense. Oh ! very easily ... I told him I had 
written to him, and that he would find the letter at 
his hotel. 
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Hector. What did you write him ? 

Hortense. Oh Lord ! If I had only known . . . 
a president ! 

Hector. But what ? 

Hortense. Three words : " You annoy me ! " 

Francine. Short and sweet ! 

Hector. And you think you will get rid of him in 
that way ? He'll return. 

Hortense. I hope not. 

Hector. You don't know his obstinacy. 

Francine \aside\ If he does return, he shall find 
the door wide open. Forty millions ! 

Hector. I see but one way ... I will go to his 
hotel and reason with him ; I will tell him that this 
likeness only exists in his imagination ; that he has 
seen you only casually, superficially, incompletely, ' 
and consequently — 

Hortense. I hope you are enjoying yourself ! 

Hector. Oh ! I beg your pardon. \To Francine^ 
Wait for him in the hall . . . and if he comes, keep 
him out . . . 

Francine. Catch^ me sending him away ! 

Hector. Inexorably ! Come ! \goes out followed by 
Francine]. 



SCENE VIII, 

Hortense, afterwards Francine and Ferguson. 

Hortense. He is incurable ... but I shall get ac- 
customed to it . . . Poor Mr. Ferguson ! . . . I thought 
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him a lunatic ... and he is only an American... 
My letter was a little rude, considering it was 
addressed to a man who has so many millions . . . but 
in spite of what my cousin says, I don't believe I 
shall ever see him again. 

Franoine [opening door], Mr. Peter Ferguson. 

Hortense. He — 

Francine. Only think ! forty millions [Ferguson 
enters and Francine goes out]. 

Fergason [holding up Hortense' s letter]. Oh ! 
Madam ! 

Hortense. My letter ! 

Ferguson [sho^ving her the letter]. You annoy me ! 
. . .You annoy me ! 

Hortense [confused]. Believe me, sir. . . 

Ferguson. Is it really you who had tjie cruelty to 
write me such a letter ? And registered too ! 

Hortense. Excuse me ... I was in such a hurry . . . 

Ferguson. And when I had just begun to love you. 

Hortense. What! 

Ferguson. I first sought you for the likeness 
. . . but now it is for yourself. 

Hortense. But you don't know me. 

Ferguson. There is where you deceive yourself. 
...You are good, amiable, charitable. You speak 
two languages. ..You are a musician. You also 
compose ballads . . . 

Hortense. Never ! 

Ferguson. Oh, yes! "The dying bird "...is by 
you. . .four verses. . .Shall I sing it to you ? 
[humming,] 
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" Lost bird, 
Trembling under the hedge." 

Hortense. Oh, no ! I beg of you ! 

Ferguson. I not know you ! . . . I can tell you, 
hour by hour, what you have done for the last week. 

Hortense. Oh ! that is a little too much . . . 
What did I do yesterday ? 

Ferguson. Yesterday, that's very easy \taking paper 
from pocket], 29th December \consultif^ paper\ you 
went out at 2:35 ^"^ ^ cab... You bought gloves, 
then you paid three visits ... One, Rue St. Dom- 
inique d'Enfer, No. 42; the other, Rue de Tr6- 
vise . . . 

Hortense [asfom'sAed], Well, this is curious. 

Ferguson. Afterwards — as we approach the New 
Year — ^you carried presents to poor little children, 
who are generally neglected at that time. 

Hortense. This is treachery ! 

Ferguson. At 4 o'clock ... you went into Julien's 
the confectioner's. 

Hortense. Yes. 

Ferguson. You there eat two macaroni pit^s. [ Ten- 
derly, ] Betsy preferred chocolat meringues . . . ! but 
that will not be an obstacle. 

Hortense. What is the meaning of this, sir ? 

Ferguson. It is very simple, madam. I hired 
some one to follow you. 

Hortense. To follow a lady ! This is contempti- 
ble, sir ! 

Ferguson. As I wished to marry you, I sought 
naturally to know you. 
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Hortense. And you sent some one to spy out my 
actions ? 

Ferguson. I hadn't the time myself. I came to 
Paris to see about a large purchase of cotton and co- 
coa — but I confided your affair to a very trustworthy 
person. 

Hortense. To a policeman, perhaps. 

Ferguson. Oh ! no ! I am too discreet to do that. 
I bought a hackney coach, and dressed my secretary 
... a very gentlemanly person ... as coachman, and 
it is he who has driven you for the last week. 

Hortense. The same coachman ; I don't believe it 
... I should have known him. 

Ferguson. He disguised himself differently every 
day, and in order that your servant should not take 
another carriage, he gave him three francs an hour 
. . .An hour's fare being two francs, you see I did not 
make much by the speculation. 

Hortense. You wish me, I suppose, to pay for the 
difference. 

Ferguson. You are angry with me . . . 

Hortense. Certainly I am, sir ... I am indignant 
at your proceeding ! . . . I don't know how you do 
things in America, but in this country a man who 
causes a woman to be followed and spied upon is 
considered no gentleman. 

Ferguson. I ask your pardon ... I did not mean 
to do anything wrong. . 

Hortense. Have recourse to such means — you ! a 
man who has occupied such a high position ? 

Ferguson. What ! you know ? 
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Hortense. Yes, I have taken means to find out all 
about you, too. 

Ferguson. Where ? 

Hortense. Why, at the Pre — \stopping\ ; that's my 
secret ... I know you have been president of a 
republic at . . - over there . . . 

Ferguson. Oh ! that's not worth talking about 
... I was president three times in four days. . . 

Hortense. In four days ! you don't say so ! 

Ferguson. It is exactly as I tell you ... Oh ! if I 
had only hung twenty-two lawyers ... I should not 
have lost my position. 

Hortense. Oh ! don't talk in that way. 

Ferguson. But Betsy would not consent to it. 

Hortense. I should think not. 

Ferguson. Because it was Friday, she said with 
her gentle voice, "Wait until to-morrow "... and 
on the morrow I was deposed. 

Hortense. I am glad of it. 

Ferguson. But on Sunday I took the reins again 
until Tuesday at 5 o'clock... I had the press 
against me . . . They sustained me on Saturday, but 
on Tuesday they accused me of corrupting the 
nation. . .When I saw that, I said to myself, Va- 
mose ! 

Hortense. Vamose ? 

Ferguson. An American word, which means : I 
tender my resignation ... I embarked with Betsy 
and gave up my high ambitions. 

Hortense. What a curious history ! 

Ferguson. And now, madam, you know my his- 
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tory, my adventures ; I have told you all about my 
reign . . . May I hope that you will accept my pro- 
posal ? 

Hortemie. Now, listen to me . . . You are labor- 
ing under a fixed idea ; you think I resemble 
Betsy ? 

FergUBon. Oh, yes ! 

HortenBe. It's a mistake ... She is a great deal 
better-looking than I am. Her nose is beautifully 
inclined to the left. 

Ferguson. That's true . . . Poor Betsy ! 

Hortense. Her mouth is much larger... her eyes 
are smaller . . . her chin much squarer . . . 

Ferguson. Yes ! but the likeness taken altogether 
is striking. 

Hortense. And then there is an obstacle. 

Ferguson. So much the better ! I will break it ! 

Hortense. Oh, no ! It is my cousin. 

Ferguson. What cousin ? 

Hortense. Mr. Hector Coville ... a most agreeable 
man . . . whom I love. 

Ferguson. Oh ! do not say so ! 

Hortense. And whom I am going to marry in a 
few months ... He is at this moment at your hotel to 
tell you all about it. 

Ferguson. Oh ! Hortense . . . No, madam ! . . . you 
give a great blow . . . you ruin all my hopes. 

Hortense. I am very sorry — but . . . 

Ferguson. Then you are decided ?... You refuse 
my hand ?. . . 

Hortense. I tell you, I am not free. 
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Ferguson \taking cut his ball of twine\. Very 
well ! Then it is you who have pushed me to it. 

Hortenfle. What are you going to do ? 

Fergtuon. I renew my intention [getting on chair 
and looking at ceiling^ I saw a hook here somewhere. 

Hortense [calling and ringing^ Francine ! help ! 
help ! 



SCENE IX. 

HoRTENSE — Ferguson — Francine. 

Francine [entering quickly]. What is it, madam? 

Hortense. He is going to hang himself. 

Francine. Good heavens ! 

Hortense. Have you got your scissors ? 

Francine [taking them from her pocket]. Here they 
are ! 

Hortense [taking pair from dasket]. And here are 
mine. 

Ferguson. What are you going to do ? 

Hortense [resolutely]. Sir ! I warn you that at each 
attempt you make, we will cut the cord. 

Francine. Yes ! every time . . . Short ofif ! 

Ferguson. But you interfere with my liberty of 
action. 

Francine. We do indeed ! Just try it. . .Short off, 
I tell you ! 
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SCENE X, 
The same — Hector. 

Hector [enters], Mr. Ferguson was not at home. 

Hortense. There he is, trying to hang himself. . . 

Hector \to Ferguson], Oh, sir ! are you deter- 
mined on that — irrevocably ? 

Hortense. There you begin again with your ad- 
verbs ! 

Ferguson. Very sorry, sir ; but when I have 
once decided upon a thing ... 

Hector. Wait one moment ; here is a telegram just 
arrived at the Grand Hotel [gives it to him], 

Ferguson. A telegram ! Has cotton fallen ? [Read- 
ing,] " Betsy not dead ! " . . . 

AU. What? 

Ferguson [reading], " Fallen on a bed of reeds 
... in the water up to her shoulders . . . must take 
baths '*. . . [Kissing the dispatch.] Oh ! Betsy ! my dear 
Betsy ! [To Hortense.] You see, madam, it can't be 
done now — I am sorry, but if I ever become a 
widower again — 

Hortense. I shall probably not be free myself, sir. 

Ferguson. Oh ! you can never tell who will die 
or who will live. 

Hector. Thank you. 

Hortense. Pray, take back your check for thirty 
thousand francs. 

Ferguson. No, madam... What is given to the 
orphans should not be taken back. 
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Francine [aside]. If he would only give me one 
now ! 

Ferguson. Stay ! [giving Francine ihe cord]. I give 
you this ; the hangman's cord brings good luck. 

Hector. Cousin, you promised me an answer. . . 

Hortense. Here it is [giving her hand]. 

Hector. I swear I will make you happy. 

Hortense. Undoubtedly ! 
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SCENE /. 
Count and Countess. 



Count. It is enough to distract one — unforeseen 
difficulties and obstacles rising up suddenly at the last 
moment, when I haven't an instant to spare, over- 
run with work, and only kept up by quantities of 
black coffee. Really, Countess, this is paying dear 
for th€ honor of being deputy. 
24 
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Comiteas. I know you have an iron constitution, 
but I really don't see that these obstacles are so 
enormous. 

Count What ! You don't see that by insisting on 
its being entirely secular, they make it impossible for 
me even to found it ? Now the foundation of that 
school is the base, the pivot of my election, I tell you 
frankly. Look at this confidential note from head- 
quarters: " We^must keep out the church party by all 
means, my dear Count ; beware of maneuvers, that 
may be reserved for the last moment ; make haste, 
etc . . . the abolishment of church influence, or I will 
answer for nothing, etc..." This is what that 
lovely Prefect has written me, impudent fellow ! pro- 
claim it secular ! Very easy to say ! 

Comitess. Then don't proclaim it anything, my 
dear Count. 

Count How can I help proclaiming when twenty 
or thirty letters threaten me, when they write horrible 
things on my door, when they literally put a pistol 
to my breast? It's incredible . . . The behavior of 
these people is most discouraging. ..What, gentle- 
men, have I not the right to spend my money to 
please myself ? Who authorizes you to suspect my 
good faith ? Who authorizes you to call in question 
my devotion to my country ? Can't I follow the dic- 
tates of my own conscience — according to circum- 
stances ? 

Oountem. To proclaim in advance that it shall be 
secular is to embroil yourself completely with the 
church party — in other words, with half the country. 
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Count And to promise it as belonging to the 
church is to embroil me with the other half — but that's 
not all, my dear : consider that that worthy Abb^ le 
Roux will never — no, never, sell me 

OounteBs {quickly]. Oh, we'll manage that. Pie 
has enormous influence over the Cardinal — he man- 
ages everything. 

Count. I know that, and that is precisely what 
troubles me. Never, I repeat, will the Abbe le 
Roux sell me Les Herbiers, knowing that I intend 
to build a school, independent of the church, on 
that ground. Now there is no other site. Les Her- 
biers has, moreover, the advantage, as you know, of 
adjoining the park, so that in case of necessity they 
could be united. 

Countess. That would certainly be very nice. 

Count. Exactly! Oughtn't they to be satisfied with 
my promise ? — and when I am elected 

Countess. Never mind that — we want the Abba's 
property, and we will have it ; that's the only light 
in which we must look at it. What is Les Herbiers 
worth ? 

Count. The little piece of ground has no value ; 
even weeds refuse to grow there. 

Countess. But there's the house. 

Count. You'd better say the barrack. The walls 
are crumbling to pieces. The doors rotten — the roof 
— why, when it rains, Claude and his family are 
obliged to carry all the pots and pans to the garret to 
catch the water. That is an exact description of 
the Abb^ le Roux's mansion. 



THE CARDINAL* S ILLNESS. 



27 



OounteM. Are not these Claudes relations of the 
Abb6? 

Count. Yes, they are relations of his, and the lazi- 
est creatures in the country — no order, no system, 
and dirty. Nobody else would ever have been will- 
ing to live in such a miserable hole. 

Countess. How much does he rent it for ? 

Count What rent could he ask for such a place ? 
He gives it for nothing, and really he couldn't have 
the impudence to ask more. 

Countess. Well, now tell me what you think this 
little paradise is worth ? Three thousand francs ? 
Do you think that is too much ? 

Coim\ Three thousand francs ! Why, that's triple 
— quadruple what it's worth. 

Countess. Really? 

Count. I assure you it is. 

Countess. Then I am afraid you will scold me, for 
I have already offered it to our worthy Abb6. 

Count. You have offered the Abb6 the three thou- 
sand francs ? How imprudent ! 

Countess. Don't be alarmed. I have managed very 
cautiously. Ledoyen, your notary, was to sound 
the Abb6 Derval first. 

Count. The Abb6 Derval ! a blond, cirlv-haired 
little fellow, isn't he ? 

Countess. Precisely. He has a delightful voice — a 
voice that goes to the soul. He is very clever, and 
he in his turn will sound the Abb^ le Roux. After 
which, Ledoyen will come in. You see that is very 
simple. I shouldn't be surprised if the affair is set- 
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tied at this moment ! [Looking ai clock,'] I'm surprised 
that Ledoyen is not here now — it was agreed that 
he should return with the reply immediately. 

Count. That will be the saving of me, my dear 
Jeanne ; although three thousand francs seems to me 
rather. . .However we'll put that in the general ex- 
penses ; but why didn't you tell me this before ? 
Still, I won't blame you, as the result is for the best. 

Countess. Don't let us cry victory too soon. 

Count. It will be very curious if he refuses that 
price ; but you ought to have told me of this 
sooner. 

Countess. You were so overwhelmed with your af- 
fairs, so uneasy and nervous — why should I have 
added to your troubles ? I wanted to act like the 
good fairy, who overcomes all difficulties with a 
stroke of her wand. Ah, my dear, we women are 
bom diplomats. You break, we untie ; that's the 
reason we have such small fingers — [she looks at her 
hand, sms'lt^itg]. 

Count [kissing her hand] . Ah, dearest Jeanne, you 
are just the companion for a politician. 

Countess. Listen ! don't you hear footsteps ? It is 
Ledoyen; it is he, I am sure ! 

Oounv. We are saved ! 
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SCENE //. 
The same — Ledoyen. 

Count Well, Monsieur Ledoyen, well ? 

Countess. It is settled, I suppose. Speak ! speak ! 

Ledoyen \ panting and making signs that he is out of 
breath] . . . I — I have — run. 

Count. That's nothing ; he consents to the three 
thousand francs, doesn't he ? 

Ledoyen. First — I — have 

Count Are there any mortgages ? 

Ledoyen. First, I went to see the Abb^ yesterday 
evening 

Countess. The Abbe Derval ? Very well. Then — 

Ledoyen. Who was not at home. 

Count Not at home ? Why not — at such a time ? 

Countess. To the point ! 

Ledoyen. He was — with the Cardinal, who is ill. 

Count 111 ? Am / ill ? 

Countess [interrupting^ His lordship ill ! Not 
seriously, I hope. 

Ledoyen. Very seriously. • 

Couatess. Oh, good heavens ! and then you waited 
for the Abb^ Derval ? 

Ledoyen. Until eleven o'clock. In fact 

Countess. Then you succeeded in speaking with 
him, and 

Ledoyen. Yes, and he understood very well — he 
is a charming person, this young Abb^. 

Countess. Isn't he ? Go on, Monsieur Ledoyen, go 
on. 
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Ledoyen. It was agreed that he should go this very 
morning after mass to see the Abbe le Roux, and that 
I should meet him there and conclude the bargain. 

Countess. And you went, and the affair is arranged ? 

Ledoyen. I was at the Abba's at half-past ten ; he 
is indeed a charming man. 

Count. But what did he say ? 

Ledoyen. I had to wait until noon, my dear Count, 
as he was detained by the bedside of the Cardinal. 

Countess. You assured him, I hope^ of the interest 
we take in the reverend father's illness ? 

Ledoyen. Certainly, my dear Countess. . 

Count. Well, yes or no ? 

Countess. Did he accept ? 

Ledoyen. But — I don't know. 

Count and Countess. You don't know > 

Ledoyen [smiling]. But everything tends to show 
me that my mission was not unsuccessful, and . . . 
[after fumbling in his pocket he draws out a letter] 
and this letter, which the Abbi le Roux begged me 
to give you, doubtless contains his acceptance. 

Count Well, give it to me, then. 

Countess. You have kept us in horrible suspense 
for a quarter of an hour. 

Count [while Ledoyen assumes an air of impor- 
tance]. The dear Abbs does things according to 
rule. It looks like an official document. [He opens 
the letter y and the others approach with an anxious air; 
reading,] " Monsieur le Comte, there is but one kind 
of mouthpiece for our cornet-k-piston. Therefore, 
according to your wishes, the bearer of this letter 
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will have the honor of submitting to you the model 
which we generally adjust to the speaking trumpet, 
for which a patent. . ." What does this mean ? Oh, 
yes, I know, it is the answer from Saxe & Co. It is 
about the music for the fire brigade. 

Ledoyen. Oh ! A thousand pardons. I got them 
mixed [he searches his pockets]. This letter was 
handed to me by a gentleman waiting in the ante- 
room, and who begged me to hand it to you. Here 
is the other letter, the Abb6 le Roux's \^he gives tJu 
Count a very smcUl three-cornered note]. 

Count [reading with emotion] . " Dear Count, the 
excellent Abbe Derval tells me of the great anx- 
iety you feel about the dear Cardinal's deplorable 
state. His horrible sufferings have somewhat abated 
this morning, and I hope to escape for a moment 
and be able to give you the particulars of this sad 
event which calls for your pious solicitude. Yours, 
etc. {^AU three look at each other stupefied,] 

Countess. Is that all ? 

Count. It is incomprehensible. 

Ledoyen. I am completely astonished [getting near 
the letter]. You'll allow me to look at it ? 

Count. But — ^look for yourself, Ledoyen. I think 
I know how to read. 

Ledoyen [quickly], P. T. O., Count, P. T. O. 

Countess. He is going mad. 

Ledoyen. Please turn over. 

Count [turning the page and putting on hi^ glasses] ^ 
Oh, there is a postscript. [Reads,] " But what is this 
the excellent Abb6 Derval te}l^ m^? It appear^ 
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you have taken a fancy to the poor little cottage in 
which my old father died. I can hardly believe, 
my dear Count, that my little house could have at- 
tracted your attention for an instant ; and I am more 
inclined to think that this is one of those innocent 
jokes of which the good Abba Derval is quite capa- 
ble." 

Oountess. Is that all ? 

Count. There is not another word. [Severely y to ihe 
J^otary,] By heavens, Master Notary, this kind of 
joking is not to my taste ; you treat the interests of 
your clients rather cavalierly. 

Ledoyen. I protest, monsieur, against the impu- 
tations of this letter. 

Oouiit. What, sir ! You have confided to you a 
most important and delicate mission — a mission on 
which depend the gravest interests, those of the entire 
country, and at a critical moment too, when I am 
overcome with fatigue and otily sustained by exces- 
sive use of black coffee — and you betray the confi- 
dence placed in you. 

CounteM. Your duty, Master Notary, was to bring 
us a definite answer. 

Ledoyen. I am deeply grieved, madam. I swear 
to you by all that I hold most sacred, that I fulfilled 
this mission with all the zeal of which I am capable. 
Not only did I sound the Abbe Derval, but I had a 
long conference with the Abb6 le Roux, when he 
spoke of the sale of Les Herbiers most seriously, and, 
I venture to say, with perfect tact. When he heard 
the sum that was offered he smiled pleasantly, and 
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said hurriedly, in a low voice, " The price is a matter 
of small consequence, very small consequence." He 
then wrote this letter, which he begged me to take 
to you. How could I suppose that this paper con- 
tained anything but a formal acceptance of your 
offer ? Ah ! Monsieur le Comte, I feel deeply 
your lack of confidence in me. 

Count [walking up and down\. But I, too, my 
dear Notary, you see my situation is intolerable. 
Played with ! fooled ! trampled on ! \he goes to the 
window and raises curtain^ Look ! there they are 
posting my new proclamation, and already fifty rag- 
amuffins are raising a row. I believe they are going 
to tear it down ! Poor country ! Sad times ! I must 
have Les Herbiers ; I must have a school. [ To 
Ledoyen,] Do you hear ? 

Countess. After such a letter, the Abbe le Roux 
must soon come here, and then I will take every- 
thing into my own hands, my dear Monsieur Ledoy- 
en ; but if, contrary to my expectation, he does not 
come, then no further hesitation ! Go at once to him 
and insist upon an answer. He is not astonished by 
the offer of three thousand francs ; offer him four — 
five thousand. 

Count But, my dear 

Countess. Go even to six thousand, Ledoyen. 
Ah ! my dear husband, life is a battle in which we 
must use the weapons we have. The thing is, never 
to be conquered. 



34 



PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING. 



SCENE III. 

The same — Servant — afterward Clerk from 
Saxe & Co. 

Servant [opening tlie door half%vay\ A person 
who 

Countess. It's the Abbe le Roux. Didn't I tell 
you ? [ While the Countess is speakings and the Count 
and Notary are about to leave, a small man, carrying 
a large brass instrument, slips under the arm of the 
Servant who is holding the door partly open, enters, 
and bows familiarly to everybody?^ 

Clerk. I come from Messrs. Saxe & Co., sir, to 
answer in person your honored letter of the 7 th inst. 

Count \after looking at him with astonishment for 
a moment^. Our fire brigade complain of the small 
size of the mouthpieces of their horns, I recollect 
now I wrote to you. It seems to me that I received 
a letter on this subject, but it is impossible for me 
at present to recall the details. 

Clerk. Certainly, Monsieur le Comte ! and I have 
the honor to bring you 

Count [preoccupied]. Excuse me. [He approaches 
the Countess and Ledoyen, who are talking confiden- 
tially. — To Notary. "] Don't ofifer the whole six thou- 
sand at first, you understand [he goes bcuk to Clerk\. 

Clerk. As I said before, I shall have the honor of 
bringing you the mouthpieces 7 — 32, with which 
I am certain you will be satisfied. 

Count. That's all right. Will you put those ma- 
chines on the table ? 
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Olerk. Moreover, I wish to show you a specimen 
of our signal-trumpet in G ; orchestral and alarm in- 
strument combined, which will henceforth be indis- 
pensable to every well-organized band. 

Count. Excuse me, my dear sir, but you see how 
very busy I am just now. 

Servant [enters]. Monsieur 1' Abbe le Roux. 

CountesB [rises quickly and runs to Count]. Leave 
me alone with him. Go quickly ! [Count, still fol- 
lowed by Clerk and Ledpyen, hurries out to the right.] 



SCENE IV. 
Countess and ABBf; le Roux. 

Oountess [after rapidly arranging her head-dress, 
advances i — To Abbe, with trembling voice]. How is the 
dear Cardinal ? 

Abbe. He is slightly better — thanks, madam. 

Countess. Thank heaven ! 

Abbe. It was like a stroke of lightning. The at- 
tack came on very suddenly Monday evening, after 
the Angelus. 

Countess. Then you think he is out of danger? 
What a load you take from my mind, my dear Abbe ! 
[She approaches him, and seems disposed to change the 
conversation.] 

Abbe. It was like a stroke of lightning, as I said 
before. The organic functions, too long disturbed, 
were the real cause of this fearful attack. The alarm 
quickly spread all over the palace. 
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Oottntats. I can readily believe it. What agonies 
you must have suffered ! 

Abbe. I ran to the telegraph office ; but his pain 
becoming more intense, I sent for Doctor Berard, 
who lives near by. Dr. Berard is a man well thought 
of, and respectable in every way. 

OouatMft. He must be, moreover, a skillful physician, 
since he has saved our dear Cardinal ; but I am sor- 
ry to revive recollections of such cruel scenes — ^let 
us say no more about it. 

Abba. Skillful physician certainly ! but whether he 
had had no experience in such cases, or whether the 
great responsibility of such a serious attack made 
his hand tremble and confused his judgment, I 
only know that this unfortunate Doctor caused the 
Cardinal great pain, and did not obtain — \tuio or 
three loud-sounding notes are heard from the trumpets 
Abbs makes a movement of fear. Countess screams^ but 
collecting herself immediately^ smiles graciously]. 

Oountess. Do not be alarmed. I know what it is. 
They are showing the Count an instrument for the 
fire brigade. It is nothing [with confidence and vi- 
vacity]. But I am going to scold you, my dear Abb6 ; 
you are very hard upon the good Abb^ Derval. The 
propositions he made to you 

Abbd. The Abb^ Derval is a saint, madam. He 
alone, in the midst of this general despair, retained 
that clearness of intellect, courage, and presence of 
mind, which make him the strongest champion of a 
good cause. Seeing that Dr. Berard had done but 
little good, we waited — ^judge of our anxiety — ^we 
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waited for the specialist Vincent, to whom I had 
sent an urgent telegram. 

Oountess. That was right ; but those propositions, 
you know — those propositions? They were very 
important. 

Abbe. He only made one, but that was certainly 
very important. It was to perform the same opera- 
tion again, which Dr. Berard's want of skill had ren- 
dered very much more difficult. 

Countess. I am speaking of the propositions made 
to you by the Abb^ Derval, from us, about Les 
Herbiers. 

Abbe. It seems to me he did say something about 
it ; but, you can well understand, madam, that under 
such serious circumstances, I did not pay much at- 
tention to what was said ; for just at that moment, 
Vincent could not answer for the Cardinal's life. 

Oountess. Yes, yes, I understand perfectly how 
painful such a subject must have been to you, sur- 
rounded as you were by such anxious cares. There- 
fore, perhaps, it would be better to finish this little 
affair at once and get it off your mind. Here it is 
in two words. Your property of Les Herbiers, which 
joins our park, tempts us — tempts us very much. 
I am frank to a fault. Moreover, I understand 
nothing about business, so I shall probably manage 
this affair very clumsily. Now we have taken a fancy 
to Les Herbiers, and my husband is willing to pay 
generously for it. 

Abbe. Monsieur le Comte does everything gener- 
ously. 
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Oountass. I understand ; without bargaining 
[smiles]. What Monsieur Ledoyen told you must 
have convinced you of that. 

Abbe. I was so anxious at the time your notary 
came to me that 

Countess. I scolded him severely for having pressed 
the subject on you. He must have offered the 
three or four thousand francs with the brutality of a 
business agent. It was a very large sum, I must say, 
considering the small value of your little place ; still, 
that was no reason. 

Abbe. Questions of money are not in my line, and 
to one constituted as I am, the subject is positively 
repulsive. 

Countess [offering him her hand]. How well I can 
sympathize with you ! What did Ledoyen offer you ? 
three, four, five thousand ? I don't remember ex- 
actly ; and, besides, what does it matter ? [In lew 
and confidential voice,] The Count is able to pay. 
Name the price yourself, my dear Abb^, and let us 
conclude the bargain quickly, that there may no 
longer be a question of money between us, which, 
I confess, is odious to me. 

Abbe [frankly]. Let me imitate your frankness, 
madam. As we advance in age, and lose our inter- 
est in worldly things, we cling more to memories of 
the past ; therefore the offers your notary made me, 
and with such persistence, I recollect now, troubled 
without tempting me. Les Herbiers is of little value 
they tell me 
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Countess. Not so little ; for I have offered you 
six thousand francs for it. 

Abbe. Six or eight, I don't know and don't care to 
know. At the mere thought of parting with that 
humble dwelling my heart aches. I passed my boy- 
hood there, and it was there that I promised to 
devote my life to the service of God. I see now the 
large, airy room with its great stone fireplace, the 
great oaken beams and thick walls that in my child- 
ish imagination I compared to a fortress. 

Countess. Time has impaired all that ! 

Abbe. No, madam, no. Time only revives these 
sweet memories and makes them more j;)recious to 
me. I still see my dear old father spending the last 
hours of his life in the cultivation of his garden, 
gathering his fruit, and, in spite of his age, finding 
strength to dig up his potatoes. Excuse these 
details \Countess impatient], " What good potatoes 
these are ; the best to be found within ten leagues," 
he would say, with his sweet smile. Ah ! how well we 
children agreed with him ! What delightful hours we 
passed in the old garret ! [the Countess more impa- 
tient,] And then, our frolics round the fountain from 
whence flowed such delicious spring-water. 

Countess. But, my dear Abbe, there is not the 
least trace of a fountain there. 

Abbe. Sweet memories ! Last year, when I once 
more saw Les Herbiers, at the time when I had the 
new roof put on the house 

Countess. It was very badly done, I hear. 

Abbe. I felt then how happy I should be to end 
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my days there, at peace with myself and all the 
world. 

Couiitess. What, monsieur ! You, who are des- 
tined to fulfill the highest religious duties ! 

Abbe. Sell my poor roof ! 

Countess. Even for — ten thousand francs ? 

Abbe. What would become of my tenants ? Claude 
and his wife are my relations — the only relations left to 
me. They have lived there fifteen years, and heaven 
has blessed their union with six children, whom they 
bring up with industrious habits and in the fear of 
God. 

Oounteai. Very touching ! — but we can find them 
another home. 

Abbe. Shall I turn them into the high road? 
Where would they find a home so suitable to them 
as that of the Herbiers, which I let them have at a 
nominal rent, not wishing to make money out of my 
own relations. 

Countess. But I tell you, we will find them another 
home. 

Abbe. But I tell you that Claude is an invaluable 
farmer. 

Countess. But I tell you, ten thousand francs, my 
dear Abbe. 

Abbe. I see that I tire you. I forget myself when 
Claude is the subject. He is so dear to me. Men 
of his kind are modest and make no parade of 
their good qualities. Look, madam, at your little 
farm of La Br^che, which your farmer is just about 
to leave in such a deplorable state — does that not 
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prove that the most sensible and intelligent pro- 
prietors are sometimes deceived by appearances in 
the choice of their tenants ? 

Oountess. I understand and appreciate your views. 
Well, then, you accept ? 

Abbe \going toward door]. Taking everything 
into consideration, let us give up all idea of this 
sale. 

Oountess [in great emotion]. Why, what do mean ? 

Abbe. Or, at least, let us put it off for the present. 
Give me time to think over it — give me time, too, to 
prepare my poor relations for the grief they will feel 
at the idea of leaving their home. The winter will 
be severe. Let us wait until it has passed. 

Countess. Not at all, my dear Abb6, one moment. 

Abbe [opening door]. It will be wicked of me to 
remain longer when Monseigneur is lying on his bed 
of suffering. Countess, with great respect, good 
morning. [Bows and exit.] 



SCENE V. 
Countess alone — afterward Count and Clerk. 

Countess. Gone ! gone, and nothing done ! — I must 
have managed very badly. What shall I do ? What 
can I do now ? 

Count [enters followed closely by Clerk. Turns quick- 
ly toward him\. For heaven's sake, sir, go ! Send 
me a dozen — two dozen of them, if you choose — pnly 
leave me in peace ! 
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Clerk [putting instrument under arm, seizes his note- 
book and writes.] One dozen in G, another dozen in 
A. Your orders shall be promptly executed, sir. 
[Bo7ifs,] I have the honor 

Count. Good morning. [Exit Clerk. 



SCENE VL 
Count and Countess. 



Count. Well, is it arranged ? [Countess thoughtfully 
shakes her head.] Then all is lost ! I do not know 
how I shall be able to resist all these attacks. Are 
you aware that the time is approaching when the 
committees meet ? The most alarming accounts 
come to me from every side — fortunately the fire- 
works are here. They will cause a diversion in my 
favor. I have the mouthpieces too, Nothing is talked 
of but this miserable school. Bets are being laid 
whether it will be secular or not. I am turned into 
ridicule. I am insulted. One of the men employed 
in putting up my proclamation is covered with bruises. 
Never has such an excitement been seen. Secular! 
I ask nothing better. Am I not a layman myself ? 

Countess. Ten thousand fiancs even won't satisfy 
him, and he wants our farm of La Brfeche secured 
to his cousin Claude. 

Count. He is mad ! It is ridiculous, absurd . . . 
I consent to it. I will give whatever he wants — 
fifteen — twenty thousand francs if he wishes* . I ana 
nearly crazy with the throbbing in my head. 
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Countess [striking her forehead]. The evil can 
be remedied. Sit down, take a pen and write. 

Count [sits, takes up pen, rings hand-bell]. Write 
to whom, my dear ? 

Countess. To the Abb^ le Roux. We must have 
him back at all hazards. Let me dictate a note to 
you — ^^something impressive and earnest. [Dictating.] 
" My dear Abbe, my wife has misunderstood my in- 
tentions ..." 

Count. " You have misunderstood my intentions." 
[To Servant, who enters ^^ Get a hot foot-bath ready 
Tor me. [ Writing.] " My intentions," but what in- 
tentions ? 

Countess. Never mind. [Dictating. ] "I do not 
wish this misunderstanding to last a moment 
longer ..." 

Servant. With mustard in it, sir ? 

Count [to Servant]. Yes, and some very strong 
coffee. [ Writing!] " that this misunderstanding with 
mustard should last " — [crumpling letter and throiv- 
ing it aivay]. This damned fool making me write 
such idiotic things, such ridiculous trash in a letter 
of the most serious importance ! [ Takes another 
sheet of paper and writes.] Now I am ready, my 
dear. 

Countess [dictating], " Come back, my dear 
Abb^, I wish to open my heart to you." 

Count. I don't understand a word of it — "open 
my heart to you. " 

Countess. "And correct the impressions caused 
by the thoughtlessness of my wife.' 
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Count. But, my dear, I accuse you of thoughtless- 
ness in this letter ? 

Countess. Certainly. [She rings hand-delL] I will 
explain it all to you later. [ To Servant^ who enters,] 
Take this letter to the Abb^ le Roux ; you must run 
after him ; not a moment's delay. See that he is 
here in fifteen minutes \exit Servant\ and I will 
answer for it he will be. 

Count. Will you, at least, let me know how I am 
to open my heart to the good Abbe ? 

Countesg. Simply open your purse to him ! The 
purchase of Les Herbiers is only an affair of money. 
[Knocking heard at door, left] I will leave you ; keep 
up your courage, don't despair. [Exit, 

Count. Who can be coming from that direction 1 
[A/oud.] Come in. 



SCENE VII. 
Bois DE Groslau, the Prefect — Count. 

Count. Ah ! welcome, my dear Prefect ! 

Prefect. I was obliged to come by the park, al- 
though it was the longest way. Excuse my coming 
in without ^announcement, but I did not wish to be 
seen ; my presence here at this time might injure 
you. 

Count. Your presence injure me ? 

Prefect. Yes, such caution is altogether excep- 
tional ; anywhere else we could act without fear, 
but here we are never safe, the minds of the people 
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are troubled and excited. In a word, the situation is 
most critical. 

Count. Do you think it favorable to me ? 

Prefect. Not exactly, my dear Count. I feel very 
doubtful. 

Count. It was only three days ago that you as- 
sured me. 

Prefect. Three days ago everything was for the 
best, that is true ; now, nothing is lost, but all de- 
pends on the committees. In the present state of 
public feeling, the decision of the committees will 
be life or death to you. 

Count. This is most disastrous ! 

Prefect. Most disastrous ! but we must act 
promptly ! Go this very evening to the meeting of 
the committees, and when the discussion becomes 
warm, then proclaim boldly your intentions in regard 
to the school. You have already delayed too long. 

Count. I have delayed too long — and there is the 
Church party ... If I should proclaim it religious ? 

Prefect. Oh ! that will do you very little harm. 
But at all events proclaim it ; you must proclaim it. 

Count. Fortunately, I am perfectly indei>endent, 
and can do as I choose ; strike right or left. What 
do we want, after all ? 

Prefect. To have a majority. 

Count. And by this means to obtain the welfare 
of the country. We care very Uttle for the means if 
we can but obtain our object. 

Prefect. I have read your views with extreme plea- 
sure. Elevated in its ideas! [searches in pocket. \ 
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Grand in style ! Ah ! here it is ! [unfolds paper J] 
It is very remarkable ; and, if you will permit me to 
make a few notes in pencil — it is only . . . 

Count. My opinion is, that in addressing a crowd, 
it is always better to maintain an air of great dignity, 

Prefect. Quite right ! 

Count. And to avoid all petty consideration of per- 
son and party. 

Prefect. You have obtained this result — allow me 
to show you several passages. Let me see ! — let me 
see ! {Reads very rapidly, like a notary reading a 
deed.] " Gentlemen, one word more : in offering my- 
self for your suffrages, I do not yield, I repeat — " 
That isn't it ! " Born in the country, living amongst 
you ..." Very good ! very good ! That is not it ! 
** The unwavering devotion — unwavering — unwaver- 
ing..." 

Count [wAo has shaivn impatience throughout the 
reading]. I wish to remark that the rapid style of 
your reading.. . 

Prefect Time presses, these proofs must be cor- 
rected this evening. 

Count. I know that — but very often the style of 
reading will entirely change the meaning, or at any rate 
. . . [Declaiming.] " Gentlemen, one word more: in of- 
fering myself for your suffrages — " You see that I do 
not lower myself. I maintain that dignity of which 
I spoke to you just now ; but if you say, " Gentle- 
men, one word more in offering myself for your suf- 
frages — " That is quite different ! I appear to be 
making a concession, which I never do. I appear to 
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descend to a discussion of details, to a familiar ex- 
planation. J invite reply. 

Prefect I feel that forcibly. 

Count. Not as forcibly as you ought, though. This 
speech is written with great care, and I can safely 
say that each sentence has been weighed carefully, 
and the diction and elocution must not be neglected. 
Pardon me for insisting, but it is a matter of great 
importance. It must not be neglected, or the effect 
will be lost entirely. 

Prefect. I trust to your eloquence, my dear Count, 
to give to this address all the brilliancy. . .Stop, here 
is the sentence I wished to draw your attention to : 
" Too long our unhappy country, like a frail bark," — 

Count I said unhappy in the sense of unfortunate ; 
unfortunate country in a political view, of course — 
country, victim of intrigues and evil passions, unfor- 
tunate country in fact. Unhappy country, exposed 
to storms and tempests, and then, naturally enough, 
the simile of the bark presented itself to me. 

Prefect I willingly admit it, but 

Count Go on — everything is well weighed, and 
each link in the chain of logic is perfect. 

Prefect " Like a frail bark, buffeted about by the 
dangerous waves of anarchy. Let us consolidate 
the foundation " 

Count After these words, " dangerous waves of 
anarchy," there is a pause. The mind is as it were 
overwhelmed by that striking and terrible picture, 
" the dangerous waves of anarchy ! " What remem- 
brances ! what lessons in the past ! ^what menaces 



48 P^^ yS FOR PRIVATE ACTING, 

for the future ! There is power enough in tljat to 
take away one's breath — make one gasp, as it were. 

Prefect. I read it rapidly, that we might lose no 
time. 

Ooant. You are wrong, my dear friend. There are 
certain things one must never read rapidly. [ With a 
condescending smile.^ Go on ! " Let us consolidate the 
foundation." 

Prefect. " Let us consolidate the immovable foun- 
dation of the throne." Had we not better erase 
" immovable " ? 

Count [annoyed]. Why 1 

Prefect. If we are to consolidate the foundation, it 
is because it is movable ; and if it is movable [Count 
buttons his coat — cold and dignified\y why, then, it is 
not immovable. 

Count. Excuse me — I thought I had accomplished 
a serious work when I wrote these pages, and, frank- 
ly, I imagined myself secure from this hypercriticism. 
A few days ago, I said to the Duke of Planskaski, 
one of the cleverest and most refined of men. . . 

Prefect. Skaski — don't know him. 

Count. Polish family. I said to him, " My dear 
Duke, the spirit of criticism and analysis which 
undermines our epoch denotes crumbling and decay." 
The Duke replied with sadness, " You are right." I 
will add, my dear Prefect \he becomes animated^ that 
not a discourse, not a page of our literature can 
stand against the corrosive action of the modem 
critic — not a page, not a line, not a word. This 
bitter and hostile analysis from any one, either en- 
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rages or makes me smile ; coming from you, it grieves 
me. 

Prefect. But you exaggerate strangely. The ques- 
tion is simply of an incorrect word, which was, of 
course, unintentional. 

Count. These unintentional errors often lead to 
sad results. In 1815, dirt was found mixed with our 
gunpowder. It was alleged then that this was an 
unintentional error. 

Prefect. Excuse me, dear Count. We will leave 
the adjective " immovable,'* since you are so tena- 
cious about it. 

Count. I defy you to find another word which 
would so forcibly express my idea. 

Prefect \reading\, " Let us consolidate the. . .im- 
movable — foundation of the throne." That's very 
well. " Let us form — a fascine, if I may be allowed 
the expression, of our convictions, on the summit of 
which, as on an immense pedestal, the State floats in 
full sail towards its glorious destinies." Don't you 
find that a rather forced figure of speech ? 

Count. Not at all. I find it very good. I would 
say the same if I were not the author. It is very 
good. 

Prefect. I must say I should have preferred some- 
thing more 

Count. What ! You curtail, you destroy, you 
massacre my sentence, and then pretend to judge 
of it? 

Prefect. Oh no, I assure you 

Count Excuse me, but you have cut it short. 
3 
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Prefect. You can make a point 



Count. What do I care for your point ! It is the 
development, the chain of ideas, the arrangement of 
phrases. Here is what I say. [7/<f declaims.] " The • 
State which swims in full sail '* 

Prefect. Which floats 

Count. Swims or floats — I don't care — in full sail. 
It is a figure of speech, " towards its glorious des- 
tinies. There are people who wish to destroy your 
confidence by evil words. On certain questions one 
must speak with boldness." 

Prefect. On what questions ? 

Count [declaimtng], ** On all questions one must 
speak with boldness, and throw light upon them. 
Peace, gentlemen, means prosperity, as war means 
greatness. There is not a soul really French who 
will not tremble with pride before this double 
truth. Electors of the seventh district, there is no 
prosperity without greatness — there is no greatness 
without prosperity." [Rests for a moment with hand 
on breast^ facing Prefect^ at whom he looks inquir- 
ingfy.] 

Prefect. There is great brilliancy in that ! 

Count. And warmth. That is absolutely necessary. 
It is a collective view, which sums up very well . . . 

Prefect. Assuredly. 

Count. Isn't it ? And in- a style. . . 

Prefect. Pure. 

Count. I think so ! 

Prefect. But time presses, my dear Count — presses 
us cruelly. Trust me, and do not send out this 
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second address until after the meeting of the com- 
mittee. 

Count. I am not afraid of the committees, and, 
as I say further on, " No more subterfuges. Confi- 
dence is the beacon-light of strong minds "... 

Prefoct. Enough talking — let us act. Make your 
appearance at the end of the meeting, and baptize 
your school boldly and simply. That is everything, 
believe m2. I must leave — my presence is abso- 
lutely necessary at the Prefecture. Good by, dear 
Count. [Exit, 



SCENE VI IL 

Count — Servant. 



Count \to Servant, who enters]. What is it, Joseph ? 
[/// an undertone.] There is no greatness without 
prosperity, there is no prosperity without greatness, 
but — the Prefect is a fool. [^Seeing Servant,] Eh ! 
eh ! what do you want ? 

Servant. Your foot-bath is ready, sir. 

Count Well, take it yourself. I don't want it now. 
I feel better, a great deal better ; the approach of a 
decisive struggle raises my courage and gives me 
double strength ; it seems to me there is something 
providential in it. 

Servant. His honor the Mayor has come to ask 
you 

Count. Didn't you tell him that I was very much 
engaged ? 
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Senrant. Yes, sir, and he excused himself and 
left ... 

Oount. He is considerate — I will say that for him. 

Servant. He begged you would send him the tex. . . 
tex . . . the text. 

Oount. What text ? 

Servant. The text of the impromptu speech for 
the fire brigade. 

Count. Good gracious ! that's true ! I had for- 
gotten the toast that I intended to improvise for the 
fire brigade dinner. 

Servant. The men with the fireworks are down 
stairs, sir. 

Oount. Ah ! I am glad to hear it. Tell them to 
wait. [Exit Servant, 



SCENE IX. 
Count — Countess — Ledoyen. 

Countess [with animation^ He is here. 

Count. Who ? 

Countess. The Abbe le Roux. Accomplish this 
business at any cost, and as quickly as possible. 

Count. Oh ! I forgot the Abbe ! — 1*11 get even 
with him. 

Iiedoyen. Here is the deed in duplicate, ready for 
the signatures. 

Count [puts deeds in draiver]. All right ! 

Countess [goings folloufed by Ledoyen^ with energetic 
and graceful gesture]. Annihilate him ! 
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SCENE X. 

Count — Abb^ le Roux — Servant. 

Senrant. Monsieur Abbe le Roux. 

Abbe [much moved], I have but a moment to 
stay, as the Cardinal has had a relapse. 

Count. Is it possible } 

Abbe. It was very sudden — at least this is what I 
hear — for I was not able to see our dear Cardinal, 
having met your servant at the very moment I was 
about to enter the palace. Nothing less than the 
touching tone of your note would have made me 
come back — but you must see that every moment 
is of importance. 

Count. The same with me. I shall be brief, never 
fear ; let us speak to the point. I have written some- 
where that " frankness is the beacon-light of strong 
minds." Then let us come to the point. In selling 
Les Herbiers you wish that Claude's future should 
be well secured — I will give him the lease of the 
farm of La Br^che, that's done ! Now . . . 

Abbe. Don't let us return to this painful subject, 
I beg. I have neither the time nor the coolness 
necessary to deal with such an affair. Why should 
we hurry matters ? Wait until spring. My heart, 
my duty calls me to the bedside of our dear Cardi- 
nal. Allow me to leave you. 

Count. Let me say two words to you. I have a 
great desire to purchase your property as you know. 
You profit by my peculiar position ; I don't blame 
you, my dear Abbe; business is business. You profit 
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by my situation, to make me pay for your little place 
ten times what it is worth. Very well ! 

Abbe. Observe, please, that you wish to make a 
bargain with me ; which, far from being desirable, is 
actually repugnant to me. The idea alone causes 
me real grief. Now, in this p6sition of affairs, on 
what basis do you expect me to estimate the price of 
this property, if it is not upon the strength of my re- 
grets at parting with it ? [^Si'/f.] 

Count. No doubt you are justified in so doing— 
but my great anxiety to make this purchase, will 
probably not last forever, and the time that you require 
for reflection, may be dangerous to your interests ; 
besides, I don't altogether understand this intensity 
of feeling that you have revived. I acknowledge — I 
respect even the associations which bind you to the 
old ruin ; but the love that you feel for it must 
be very Platonic, for I do not hear of your having 
seen your ancestral home more than once during the 
last six years. Excuse my frankness, but time is 
short. 

Abbe. Believe me, my dear Count, the honor you 
confer on my little place in desiring to iK)ssess it, 
would alone increase its value a hundred-fold. 

Count [laughing]. Hundred-fold — that's enor- 
mous ! absurd ! Come, let us be serious ! [^Gentle 
voice,] Les Herbiers, you know as well as I do, has 
no value ; you get nothing from it 

Abbe. Allow me to stop you there. The insignifi- 
cance of the rent that I have accepted for the last 
fifteen years, without complaint, far from diminish- 
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ing the intrinsic value of Les Herbiers, increases it 
on the contrary. 

Count. Explain. 

Abbe. Isn't ft fair that the capital you offer should 
repay me for my fifteen years of sacrifice ? 

Count. Fifteen years of sacrifice ! Well ! strike 
out the remembrance of each of these years by a 
note of one thousand francs, and be done with it ! I 
act liberally, as you see. 

Abba. You are in a hurry, monsieur ? 

Count. Good heavens ! if I were not in a hurry, 
do you think I would make such offers to you ? fif- 
teen thousand francs ! 

Abbd. It is too much ! 

Count. That don't matter. 

Abbe. Too much — for me, not enough for you, 
monsieur. How can I explain to myself your great 
eagerness for this purchase, but by supposing that 
you feel very sure of realizing considerable profit 
from some intrinsic value in my property entire- 
ly unknown to me at present ? Can I forget that in 
the little tree which I cede to you, there may be a 
powerful oak, from which, no doubt, you will draw 
immense profit ? 

Count. But then 

Abbe. Do you think that I could have the heart to 
deprive my humble heirs of this little fortune ? or, in 
default of heirs, the poor, who are our especial charge. 
\Rises^ But the Cardinal's condition will not permit 
me to remain here longer ; my respects, monsieur. 
\B(nvs:\ 
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Oonnt. Abbd — twenty thousand francs. I will go 
to twenty thousand ; and now, I've done ! 

Abbe \unth reserve\. Yoii are very liberal, mon- 
sieur. « 

Count Pardon my brusqueness, my dear sir. I 
have promised to open my heart to you. Well then, 
twenty thousand francs, but not a penny more. 

Abbe. You speak frankly ; I will imitate your ex- 
ample. The same proposals you do me the honor to 
make for my little property, were made a short time 
ago by the " Brothers of Christian Schools," who find- 
ing Les Herbiers remarkably well suited to their pur- 
pose, wished to found an establishment there — shall 
I tell you ? 

Count \a5ide\ That must never be ! 

Abbe. Shall I tell you ? In spite of the excellence 
of the intention, I was as weak with the good brothers 
as I am with you ; and even now, between these two 
offers, equally liberal, I am still painfully undecided. 

Count. Do you think the good brothers would give 
you money down on the spot, on the execution of 
the deed, twenty-five thousand good francs, as I am 
ready to do ? {Triumphant attitude^ 

Abbe. Poor dear brothers ! of what are they not 
capable, when it is a question of helping the poor, 
enlightening the ignorant, and supporting the feeble ? 
\B(ywing.\ I have the honor 

Count \excited\ Don't you know, Abbe, that a 
cord, however strong, will break at last, when too 
much strained, and that, by pushing a joke too far, 
one is exposed . . . 
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Abbe [coldly], I am detaining you, monsieur. 

Count [aside]. I must be calm. [Aloud.] Come, 
Monsieur TAbb^, how much was it I offered you ? for 
really I have lost my head in the midst of this con- 
fusion. Twenty-five thousand francs, I think. 

Abbe. Or thirty thousand, I am not quite sure. 

Count. Wasn't it rather twenty-eight ? 

Abba. So far as I can trust my recollection, it was 
thirty thousand you said. 

Count. Well, if I said so, let it be thirty thousand. 
Now sign, the deed is ready. [Takes papers from 
drawer.] 

Abbe [ivith deep sigh]. Ah ! what this costs me ! 

Count. And me, too ! [Looks at watch and sigm 
papers.] Now, it is your turn. 

Abbe. But there is no hurry — 

Count. Excuse me, but let us finish this ; you have 
only to sign, and there is an end of it. 

Abbe- Yes, there's an end of it. A stroke of the 
pen is enough to break the tenderest ties. 

Count. And to make you rich at the same time. 
You surely don't hesitate ? 

Abbe. Oh no ! I don't hesitate, but I should like 
to read the deed. I am not familiar with this sort of 
thing. I should like to think it over a moment. 

Servant [enters]. The men about the fireworks 
wish to speak to you, monsieur ; and the Mayor 
wishes 

Count. Very well. [Aside.] Can't they leave me 
at peace five minutes ? [To Abb/.] You wish to read 
these papers. I understand — it's the simplest thing 

3* 
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in the world, my dear Abb^. Go into this room while 
I receive these people. It won't detain me a mo- 
ment, and then you can come back and sign. 

Abbe. It won't take me long. \^Goes to other room. ^ 

Count. Show the workmen in. 

Servant. They don't wish to disturb you, mon- 
sieur. They only wish to know if they shall put the 
eagle over the fountain. 

Count. The eagle over the fountain [thinking y aside\. 
If I promise to make it secular, the eagle has no 
meaning. On the other side, my proclamation. 
[Ahud.\ Tell them to finish the fountain, and put 
the eagle in the coach-house, until I have decided. 
See that the frame is strong enough. 

Servant. Very well, monsieur. The Mayor is be- 
low ; he wishes the tex — text for the impromptu 
speech. 

Count. He shall have it in a moment. [Exit Ser- 
vant,] 



SCENE XI, 
Count, alone. 



Count [seats himself at his desk, and searches among 
papers']. That speech ought to be here somewhere 
— ah, here it is. [Reads,] " Sapeurs Pompiers : I 
come here without pomp ** — [he writes] — proba- 
ble laughter. One has to be very literal with the 
worthy Mayor. [Reading] — " without pomp, but with 
brotherly feeling, to express to you the ioy I feel in 
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finding myself amongst you again. We all wish the 
prosperity of the country, and extinction of igno- 
rance ; that the roads in the neighborhood should be 
kept in good order, etc. In offering you a roller for 
crushing stones, easily handled " — [writes] prolonged 
applause. " Don't thank me, my friends, etc., etc. 
In creating a large school, well-conducted " — [writes] 
endless applause ; " enough, I beg of you.*' [Noise 
at door,] What is it now ? Come in ! 



SCENE XII, 



Count — Countess [furious] — Ledoyen [out of 
breath], 

Ledoyen [agitated]. The committee- 



Count. I'll go at once. It is time, isn't it ? [To 
Countess,] I have concluded the affair with the 
Abbe. 

Ledoyen. Alas ! monsieur ! alas ! 

Countess. Concluded ? for how much ? 

Count. Never mind the amount — thirty thousand 
francs. 

Ledoyen. I have just left the committees. From 
the opening of the meeting the tumult was great. I 
do not know under what influence — alas ! 

Count Speak, Ledoyen, speak ! 

Ledoyen. At the very opening of the discussion, 
your name was scratched angrily from the list. They 
were like madmen. I can find no other term to ap- 
ply to them, they were so excited. 
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Count Reflect on what you say, Ledoyen, for, 
from your account, my election will be absolutely 
lost. 

Ledoyen. It is lost, monsieur, without a doubt ! 

Countess. This is an insult to your name. 

Count. Even before hearing me they 

Ledoyen. It is a conspiracy ! an infernal trick ! 

Count. Silence, sir ! Poor country ! Will you 
always be the victim of conspirators ? This is cruel! 
cruel ! 

Countess. Thirty thousand francs ! But why were 
you in such a hurry about that signature ? The 
Abbe le Roux 

Count. Hush ! he is in the next room. 

Countess. Then it is not entirely settled yet ? 

Count. I have signed, but he has not. 

Countfess. Thank heaven ! Leave me alone here — 
leave me, there is not a moment to lose. 

Count. Come, Ledoyen. [Exeunt, 



SCENE XIII, 
Countess, alone — then Abbe le Roux. 

Countess. Ah, if I were a man ! [She goes to the 
door^ knocks gently^ smiling, '\ Are you there, Monsieur 
r Abb^ ? 

Abbe [from other room]. Yes, madam. [Door 
opens y enter Add/.] 

Countess. Do you know that the Cardinal has been 
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taken very ill ? He has had a very serious relapse ; 
very serious, they say. 

Abbe [calmly]. Luckily the Cardinal has a very 
strong constitution. 

Oountess. Undoubtedly, and then the report is 
probably exaggerated ; but I don't wish to keep you 
at a time when your presence is so necessary to him. 
[Looking at papers in Abbi*s hands ^ What is that ? 
Oh, I know ! they are the papers for the sale of your 
property. The Count has just told me something 
about it — excuse his persistence — ^but he was en- 
tirely ignorant of the condition of the Cardinal. 
This evening, or to-morrow, we will talk it over 
again. 

Abbe. Don't be alarmed, madam, this attack was 
expected. - 

Countess. Ah, so much the better. I am sensitive 
to a fault ; and when I was informed that the Cardi- 
nal was worse, and that you were detained here by 
my husband, I was beside myself. 

Abbe. Calm yourself. 

Countess. It is beyond my control. 

Abbe. I know very well how delicate and refined 
natures . . . but nothing of importance keeps me here 
now, and if you will allow me, I will return imme- 
diately to the bedside of our dear sufferer. 

Countess. That's right, fly, my dear Abbe — busi- 
ness can wait — the Cardinal before everything. 

Abbe [putting paper on desk]. Will you be kind 
enough to tell the Count that I have left the deed on 
his desk ? 
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Oonntess. Yes, yes — never mind that — to-morrow, 
or whenever you choose. 

Abbe \signing\ They are signed, madam. I found 
writing materials in the next room \h€ carefully folds 
the duplicate and puts in pocket\ and as monsieur 
was in a great hurry, I placed my name at the bottom 
of the papers, hard as the sacrifice was. 

Countess. You, my dear Abb^, made a victim by 
the Count's act ? Ah ! how I regret this inconceiv- 
able obstinacy of his. 

Abbe. Alas ! madam, your precious S3rmpathy 
comes too late to console my grief. 

Countess. It is never too late to remedy an evil. 
Why did you not call me to your rescue ? 

Abbe. But you yourself insisted upon my selling 
my poor little property. 

Countess. Did I really insist ? it is possible. But 
could I foresee that this insistance would affect you 
so much ? Why didn't you tell me everything ? 
Women, you know, are good advisers ia delicate af- 
fairs of the heart ; I would have understood you, 
have aided you, have ... I would have spared you 
all these remorseful feelings. Poor Abb^ ! 

Abbe. It was with bitter emotion that I signed 
this deed, which separated me forever from my 
humble roof ; but I asked myself whether there were 
not in my grief symptoms of too great attachment 
to the things of this world. Perhaps Providence has 
sent me this trial to prove me ; and I found, in more 
elevated thoughts, forgetfulness of my miseries. 

Countess. Your grief distresses me greatly ; but 
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why despair? Should a bargain made in the 
midst of such trouble and anxiety bind you ? Can a 
stroke of the pen destroy a beautiful future, efface 
a whole past, make you renounce your homestead 
with its shady groves, and the orchard so fresh and 
so fertile \^the Abbd sigh5\ and the fountain with its 
murmuring water ? . . . Trust to me and this wicked 
dream shall be destroyed forever. 

Abbe. Sweet and persuasive as your influence 
may be with the Count, the victory will not be so 
easy as you think ; and I would not for the world 
exp>ose you, madam, to a refusal which you, in your 
great goodness, cannot believe possible. 

Countess. I answer for everything ; let us destroy 
this fatal signature. Say the word, and I promise 
you the thing shall be done. 

Abbe. Let us accept facts, madam, and change 
nothing that human laws have sanctioned. I must 
hasten to the Cardinal. \0n the point 0/ starting. \ 
Dare I beg you to give to the Count a piece of impor- 
tant information, and which, in his hurry to conclude 
the affair of Les Herbiers, he did not give me time 
to communicate to him, as I intended ? That is, 
that the electoral committees, seized with vertigo no 
doubt, have decided unanimously to reject as candi- 
date. . . 

Countess. My husband. I knew it, thank you ! 

Abbe. I heard it yesterday morning by accident. 
Alas ! madam, I condole with you sincerely. 

[Exit Abb/, 
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SCENE XIV. 

Countess — Count, very dignified — Servant. 

Count Well, madam, well ? 
Oonntess. Here is the deed, all in order. 
Servant. The clerk, from Saxe & Co., wishes to 
speak to monsieur on important business. 
Oonnt Tell him to go to the devil ! 
Curtain falls. 
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CHARACTERS. 

Madame Danisheff, a Young Widow, 
Colonel Henri de Berard, 35 j^'^^rx ^ <7^^. 
Marquis de Santa-Flora, ^o years of age. 
The.Vicomte de Barbebiche, 22 years of age, 
Victorine, a Servant, 

The scene represents the interior of a villa near Monaco 



SCENE I, 

Victorine — The Marquis. 

Victorine arranging the room. The Marquis appears 
with a large bouquet in his hand. 

Marquis. I ask pardon if J do so incommode. [Look 
of admiration and surprise^ Oh ! holy Madonna, 
how she is beautiful ! . . . What age have you, my 
dear? 

Victorine. Me ? about the age of your grand- 
daughter ! 

Marquis. Ah ! how she is wicked ! 

6s 
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Victorlne. What do you want here ? 

Marquis. What I do want ? I have forgot ... Ah ! I 
do remember. Tell me, it is here when; lives that 
magnific donna Roussa, or Polonesa, or of Herzego- 
vina — I do not know exactly — always alone- — ^the un- 
fortunate — always alone. Favor me to give her my 
card. Here ! take ! — The Marquis of Santa- Flora, 
of the princes of the Casabianca, and tell to her that 
if she would have need of the protection of one man 
well known, I will place my candidature, as they say 
in France — here is twenty francs for you. [ Victortne 
takes the bouquet and money : the Vicomte enters sud- 
denly y with bouquet in hand — he turns quickly to t/ie waily 
and looks at pictures,] Oh I Lord ! one young man ! 



SCENE II. 
The same — The Vicomte. 

Vicomte [speaking very quickly]. This is the place 
. . .Young lady, your parents live at San Remo! your 
name is Victorine ; you have been for the last eight 
days in the service of a lady who calls herself 
Madame Danisheff, a high-sounding Russian name, 
which has never existed and which she has invented 
. . . It's suspicious, very suspicious ; but I don't care 
for that — she is charming, I am charming, we are 
both charming — we were made to know each other. 
You will go immediately and give her this little 
bunch of flowers, and the serpent which is hidden in 
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it. My card ! the Vicomte de Barbebiche, whom 
the envious call " the woman-killer ; " but whom wo- 
men of taste proclaim the most bewitching fellow in 
that world called Paris-^and take this twenty-franc 
piece, too, the last relic of the great battle which 
took place this morning on the heights of Monte 
Carlo. Go ! go ! go ! 

Victorine. I should like nothing better than to car- 
ry your cards and bouquets . . . Only, I am sure to be 
scolded. My mistress has forbidden me to let any 
strangers in, or to receive anything from them. 

Vicomte. Have you finished ? 

Victorine. Bah ! forty francs for being scolded . . . 
it's worth that, I'll go. [Exit, 

Marquis. Bravo ! Vicomte. [ They shake hands.] 



SCENE II L 

The Marquis— The Vicomte. 

Vicomte. Marquis ! sure to find you when there is 
a pretty woman about. Decidedly you spoil the 
profession for us. 

Marquis. My dear friend ... it is not a profession, 
it is a habitude I have for sixty years. For us Ital- 
ians, it is necessary only three things . . . the sun . . . 
the music . . . and the society of women. 

Vicomte. What could you want more ? 

Marquis. Have you been at the tir yesterday ? 

Vicomte. Don't speak of it — covered with dis- 
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grace. Out of twelve pigeons, I only touched two ; 
and the second wasn't sure. 

Marquis. How was that ? 

Vicomte. Thanks to an accident to my carriage, . 
which caused my hand to tremble. 

Marquis. And where do you lodge, my friend ? 

Vicomte. I don't lodge ... I haven't the time to 
lodge ... I circulate. 

Marquis. On the railway ? 

Vicomto. Certainly . . . How can I help it ! Juli- 
ette from the Vaudeville lives at Cannes . . . The pretty 
Hungarian Countess at Antibes . . . Lady Boswell is 
at Nice. . . Madame Danisheff is here at Monaco. . . 
At San Carlo there is the gaming-table . . . The charm- 
ing Rovanoff girls are at Men ton. I am obliged, 
you know, to see all these people every day ... I am 
used ujD — I am turning into a locomotive. 

Marquis. It is true ! Nice is no more as it was 

Vicomte. Then again there are the excursions . . . 
the promenades ... I have been taken three times to 
Saint Raphael to see that curious hermit, who at- 
tracts more attention in his solitude than his more 
sociable brethren. 

Marquis. And how does the play treat you, my 
dear friend ? 

Vicomte. Me ! I am a pigeon, and only second- 
rate amongst this feathered tribe . . . my only consola- 
tion is that the gaming-table has taught me policy . . . 

Marquis. How is that ? 

Vicomte. You observe, at the table, some see 
everything too much in a red light ; others in a black 
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. . . now the wisest plan is to guess the intermission.* 
But that is not my dis|X)sition. 

Marquis. Bravo ! These are calembours that you 
say . . . 

Vicomte. No ; they are philosophic ideas which 
suggest themselves to me in the railway, when there 
is no pretty woman in the same carriage with me to 
distract my attention . . . But talking of pretty wo- 
men ... Do you know the one who lives here ? 

Marquis. Not at all. And you ? 

Vicomte. Not the least in the world . . . What do 
you think of her ? 

Marquis Adorable, my dear . . . 

Vicomte. Neither husband, nor father, nor uncle, 
nor companion — none of the strict indispensables — 

Marquis. But she does not seek to make the ac- 
quaintances — 

Vicomte. Ah ! my dear Marquis, we Parisians are 
not taken in by such tricks ; that's to make her- 
self sought after — to give piquancy to the affair. It 
is as of old — Atalanta, who only ran fast enough to 
keep her lovers in pursuit. She is cunning. 

Marquis \after deep thought\ Perhaps 

Vicomte [seeing Victorine^ who comes back with hou- 
guets\. By Jupiter! ...Here come our bouquets, 
which have made a journey there and back. 

Marquis. Oh, she has grief, La Bellina. 

* Term used at ihe Rauge et Noir table. 
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SCENE IV. 
The same — ^Victorine. 

Victorlne \with a bouquet in each handy crying]. Hi ! 
hi ! hi ! ! My mistress says [c/ying] that if you don't 
let her alone she will complain to the police of Mo- 
naco [crying]^ and then she [crying] has sent me 
away. There, take your nasty flowers and go away 
quick. [Crying, ] [She gives the flmuers to the wrong 
person. ] 

Marquii. But this is not my bouquet. For shame ! 
the stupid, he sent one bouquet of camellias. It is 
an injure. She has the reason to be angry. Give 
me back my violets and my rosebuds . . . with the 
women it is necessair to be always delicate. I will 
come back alone . . .Ha ! ha ! we will see . . .We 
will see again. Addio, Vicomte. [Exit, 



SCENE V, 

VicTORiNE — The Vicomte, 

Vicomte. How the devil could I have been so 
idiotic as to send my bouquet with that of this ante- 
deluvian doge ? Accepting one, she had to accept 
both. Ah ! you are playing a great game, madame. 
Well, I won't acknowledge myself beaten. I will 
return alone and will play the grand role of the 
poet Saint Martin. [ To Victorine.] I hope you won't 
bear me ill will. I will make it up to you. [Exit, 
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SCENE VI, ^ 

ViCTORiNE, alone. 

Victorine [crying]. Oh, how unhappy I am ! My 
parents think that I am at San Remo making my 
fortune ; and here I am turned out in the street with 
two Napoleons . . . What am I to do ? Nothing ... I 
know ! 1*11 give these two twenty- franc pieces to my 
cousin to put uix)n number 32 — the number that 
always wins. That will make me a million ! No ! 
that won't make a million, a little less, I expect. A 
great deal less. Never mind ... I will marry my 
cousin, and we will open a hotel at Nice and fleece 
the strangers. 



SCENE VII, 
Victorine — Madame Danisheff. 

Madame D. [enters], I have written to Nice to have 
a lady's maid sent to me. As soon as she arrives 
you will leave the house. 

Victorine. Oh, madame, I beg of you. . . forgive me 
this time . . . 

Madame. So that you may go on bringing notes 
and bouquets to me, eh ? What do they take me 
for? They won't let me be at peace for one 
moment, but persecute me by sending all sorts of 
silly protestations, because I am alone and have no 
protector. 
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Victorine. And do you really wish to be quiet ? 

Madame. Why, certainly I do. 

Victorine. I did not think that you really wanted 
to live without seeing any one ; such a thing is never 
done here. Well, madame, I have a talisman ; if you 
will use it, no one will dare to say a word that can 
offend you. Will you forgive me if I get rid of your 
persecutors altogether ? 

Madame. I will forgive you and thank you with all 
my heart. 

Victorioe. Then I'll go and get it. \Exit, 



SCENE VIII. 
Madame Danisheff, alone. 

Madame. My position is most intolerable . . . Henri 
insisted so strongly that we should be alone when he 
returned from Egypt. Dear fellow ! He has loved 
me ever since I was a little girl ; he ran away when 
my parents married me to the man of their choice — 
and now I am free. He is coming back in a week, 
in the midst of these persecutions — it is terrible. 



SCENE IX, 

Madame Danisheff — Victorine. 

Victorine [enters with man's hat and cane]. Here 
they are, madame. 

Madame. What does this mean ? 



HIS HAT AND CANE, 



73 



Victorine. These, madame, are the hat and cane 
belonging to the porter. He is very elegant when he 
puts them on to go to Nice. 

Madame. But what do you bring them here for ? 

Victorine. They are your protectors. We will put 
them in a conspicuous place ... on the sofa . . . when 
some impudent fellow comes, he will see first the 
hat, which will make him feel disagreeable, and then 
he will see the cane, which will make him feel worse 
. . . and he won't come again. 

Madame. What nonsense ! 

Victorine. Oh, madame, I beg of you to try my tal- 
isman. Look, there is the old Marquis peering round 
the house. Let him come in. He'll turn himself 
out very quickly. Til answer for it with my head. 
Let me call him — you will see. Come in, sir. 



SCENE X. 
The same — The Marquis. 

Marquis [coming ifi]. Oh, beautiful of my soul, I 
know you refused to see me because that stupid little 
Frenchman was here. I will be protector to you, 
s^rio. . . Here are flowers, my diva, which are not so 
beautiful as you. 

Madame. Victorine, put this bouquet in that vase. 
...Sit down, Marquis, on the sofa... You will find 
it very comfortable. 
4 
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BCarqola \seeing hat and catu\. Oh diavolo! what 
ees it — that I 

Victorine. Never mind them, they belong to Mon- 
sieur. 

Marquig. {aside\ What ! I did not know that there 
was... At my years, in my position 1 will not that I 
am compromise. \Aloud.\ Oh ! 1 demand of you 
one thousand pardons, madame. 1 only wish to 
inform myself if there was an appar-te-ment to rent, 
for my friend the Minister of Portugal, 

Madame. No, sir, there is not. 

Marquis. Then it is to next door I run. The 
Minister arrives to-morrow. I hope again to see 
you. .. 

AKadame. As you please, sir. 

Marquis \makes low bawSy and retires precipitately ; 
ingoing out he runs against the Ficomte]. My dear, 
she is charming. 



SCENE XL 

The Vicomte — Madame Danisheff — Victorine. 

Vicomte. Madame, turn me out of doors, I will 
come back by the window ; throw me out of the 
window, I will come back by the chimney. Have 
pity on me, I can't sleep, I never eat anything, I 
scarcely live. A fatal passion has taken possession of 
my soul, which absorbs all my being, will end but 
with my life ! Here are some flowers. 
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Madame. Victorine, put this bouquet at the side of 
the other. Pray sit down, sir. 

Vicomte. Sit down ! Never ! I cast myself at your 
adorable feet and swear to live but for you. \0n one 
knee,\ Oh ! madame, if you could understand . . . 

Victorine \taking him by the shoulder]. Why don't 
you take a seat ? when madame tells you . . . 

Vicomte. Since you insist upon it. [He turns on his 
kneey sees the hat ami cane^ and jumps suddenly to his 
feet] Heavens ! there is a garrison in the place. . . 
[Aside.] That's not at all the thing. I shall be 
turned into ridicule. The whole town will laugh at 
me. [Aloud.] Excuse me ! but to whom do these 
utensils belong ? 

Victorine. The hat and cane belong to Monsieur . . . 

Vicomte. Oh ! the cane belonging — I was just 
about to ask the honor of an introduction, madame 
. . . [Looking at his watch.] But what have I done ? 
I shall be late for the train. I am obliged to go to 
Menton ... I lead such a busy life that every mo- 
ment . . . you understand . . . 

Madame [laughing]. Don't let me keep you, I 
beg. 

Vicomte [aside]. She is laughing at me — well 
played. [Aloud, ] Do you take long walks, madame ? 

Madame. Yes, sir. 

Vicomte. And always alone ? 

Madame. Always alone. 

Vicomte. You cannot find that very amusing ? 

Madame. Much more so than being bored by a 
companion. 
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Vicomta \aside\. She is very clever. I have a 
strong desire to throw that hat and cane to the 
devil and take their place. \Alaud.\ May I hope, 
madame, to have the pleasure of seeing you again ? 

Madame. Not very soon, sir, I have something else 
to do. 

Vicomte. I will wait. [Aside.] She is charming. 
[Aloud.] Madame [ptakes low hoiv and exit]. 



SCENE XII. 
Madame Danisheff— Victorine. 

Victorine. Well.! madame, what do you say ? 

Madame How dishonorable, inconstant and stupid 
men are . . . Not all, happily. [ To Victorine.] Thank 
you, Victorine, you shall stay. If a letter should 
come, you will find me on the terrace. [Exit. 

Victorine. My cousin taught me that trick. It 
always succeeds. [Sees Henri approaching.^ There 
is the third . . . 



SCENE XIII. 

Victorine, afterward Henri. 

Henri [coming in]. Is Madame Danisheff at 
home? 

Victorine. Madame is engaged. 

Henri. Take her this card. She expects me • . . 

Victorine [takes card and exit]. 
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Henri [ahne\ At last. Three years of suspense, 
of patience, of agony, of martyrdom, are no more 
than a nightmare. I shall now know what hap- 
piness is . . . What a strange sensation ! My feet on 
the earth but my soul in the skies, where space ex- 
ists no more, where time is stationary, where there 
is nothing but love — love, the source and end of all 
things ... Oh ! how beautiful existence is ! How 
happy I am, that I have kept my heart free from 
the taints of a dissipated life. She wrote me three 
months ago, " Everything will be ready, the papers, 

the bans three days after your arrival at Monaco, 

we will go to the church, and I will be your wife.** 
She, my wife, my only love ; the love, without 
hope, of all my life. Who was that fool who said, 
" Supreme felicity does not exist on the earth " ? It 
is here that she has cowrie to wait for me. . . here, 
everything speaks to me of her. 



SCENE XIV, 
Henri — Victorine. 



Victorine [running in]. Madame will be here im- 
mediately ; she is arranging her hair. 

Henri. What ! she thinks of her hair at such a 
moment? [He sees hat and cane.] A hat and cane 
here ! . . . [Rushes over to Victorine, bringing her to 
sofa.] What is the meaning of that ? 

Victorine. What? 

Henri. That! 



78 



PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING. 



Victorine. That ? Why, the hat and cane of Mon- 
sieur. 

Henri. To whom do they belong ? 

Victorine. To whom ? to Monsieur. 

Henri. To what Monsieur ? 

Victorine. Don*t you know that wherever there is 
a pretty woman there is always a Monsieur ? always ! 

Henri [aside]. She has deceived me. How could 
she so lower herself. I thought her an angel . . . She 
is but a woman, after all. . .they are all alike. . .weak 
and frivolous — I shall not survive it. There is one 
advantage in life, you can easily get rid of it . . . 
\_Aioud.] Is the sea near here ? 

Victorine. Very near, sir; take the road to the 
right. [Exit 

SCENE XV, 

Henri, alone. 

Henri. She is married, or going to be married . . . 
Any other supposition would be impossible. Yes ! 
her pride alone would save her . . . But I have my 
pride. My whole life has been one of pride and de- 
votion ... If I destroy myself, I leave her eternal re- 
morse . . . Ah, I love her too much to punish her — I 
will even spare her the shame of confessing her treach- 
ery ... I have never trembled when in deadly peril on 
the sea — I have never trembled when I fought my 
way through showers of bullets on the field of battle . . . 
but I tremble now, because a woman has deceived 
me. . . 
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Henri — Madame Danisheff. 
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Madame [coming /«]. Is it you ? Is it really you ? 

Henri [crying oui]. Soph . . . [recollecting himself \ 
It is indeed, my dear madame. As I was passing 
through Monaco, I stopped to pay my respects to 
you. 

Madame [surprised\. Passing through ? 

Henri. You know I always had an inclination for 
a dissipated life — but I never had the leisure to in- 
dulge it. Now I am going to make up for lost time. 
I am a gambler at heart. I want to break the bank 
at Monte Carlo. They say it is impossible ; but as 
the impossible has always tempted me, I shall try it. 

Madame. Why this sudden excitement ? Are you 
in trouble ? 

Henri. Oh ! I have wandered about the world too 
much to be troubled or astonished at anything — 
anything ! You have a large society at Monaco ? 

Madame. You used to be very quiet when I knew 
you before. 

Henri. On the contrary, I was very frivolous and 
gay — at heart. Now I show my nature. You see 
travel forms one — sometimes it deforms. [Aside,] 
My God ! she is more beautiful than ever. 

Madame. But will you not sit down ? You must 
be tired. 

Henri. You are right ; I am almost dead with fa- 
tigue — I think I never shall feel at rest again. 

Madame. You arrived this morning ? 



80 PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING. 

Henri. This morning ... No. That is to say — 
Yes. . .1 arrived two days ago, I think. \Laughing^ 
By the by, I haven't told you the delightful adven- 
ture I had ... I am married. 

Madame \Jumping up from her sea/]. You, mar- 
ried ! 

Henri I am, indeed. Why do Englishmen have 
such a mania for traveling? And if it was only 
English men, but there are the English women. 

Madame. You have married an EngUsh woman ? 

Henri. Yes ! I believe there is not a Frenchman 
in the world who has not at one time in his life been 
tempted to marry an English woman. I ... as many 
others have done . . . 

Madame. What is her name ? 

Henri. Whose? 

Madame. Why, your wife's ? 

Henri Her name ? My wife's ? Oh ! — Sarah. 

Madame. A very pretty name. 

Henri. Isn't it ? 

Madame. Does she speak French well ? 

Henri. Not badly. Although she has a strong ac- 
cent. But I have assured Fanny that she will soon 
get rid of it. 

Madame. But you said her name was Sarah. . . 

Henri. Yes, certainly ! That is her name to the 
world. But at home, we call her FaAfty ; it's more 
familiar — and then, you know, the Eftglish have a 
great many names. . .Why, Constantinople is one of 
her names, given to her because her Jparents resided 
in that town some time. 
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Madame. And was it there you became acquainted 
with her ? 

Henri No, it was at Cairo. 

Madame. Lately ? 

Henri Not very long ago. 

Madame. How did you become acquainted with 
her? 

Henri. You wish to know ? 

Madame. Very much. 

Henri Well, it is a sort of thing which happens 
every day. I went to see the Pyramids, near one of 
which there is a large head, with a broken nose. It 
was amongst the Pyramids. I was traveling with a 
man whom I had met everywhere. He wore a gray 
suit of clothes, a gray hat, and gray beard — on his 
hat a green veil. He wore all his beard, but no 
mustache ... I thought at first he was an American. 
But I found out he was English. 

Madame. It was the father ? 

Henri I beg your pardon, madame. . .It was the 
uncle ; the father and mother, worn out with travel- 
ing, were recruiting their strength in Yorkshire. 

Madame. Oh! 

Henri A very good fellow, but eccentric. He 
had his pockets full of Bradshaw's and other guide- 
books, on which he verified with a pencil, like an 
appraiser, every place indicated. 

Madame. Didn't he bore you ? 

Henri Not at alL 

Madame. And the niece was pretty ? 
4* 
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Henri. Very pretty ... Eyes like transparent tur- 
quoises . . . Complexion like strawberries and cream. 

Madame. And blonde, naturally ? 

Henri. Decidedly — I discovered a new sensation. 
I found that I was bom for blondes, even pale 
blondes — Marguerite, Ophelia. The brunette is ex- 
acting, the blonde is caressing. The brunette de- 
mands your assistance, the blonde implores it. 
Sarah — Fanny, I should say — ^had a horrible fear of 
crocodiles, and begged me to show her one . . . Now, 
you understand, that when in going from one Pyra- 
mid to another, a young blonde, with the name Con- 
stantinople, asks you for crocodiles in those deserts, 
where there are camels, giraffes, dervishes, hippo- 
potamuses, you lose your head. You don't know 
what you are talking about . . . Oh ! I am choking ! 
[He rises.^ Good-by, madame. [Silence,^ 

Madame. You go back to Nice ? 

Henri. Yes. 

Madame. To your wife ? 

Henri. Yes. 

Madame. Do you stay long there ? 

Henri. I don't think so . . . My wife says that there 
are too many people at Nice. I think we shall leave 
there this evening. 

Madame. Where do you go ? 

Henri. I don't know, exactly — to the north or to 
the south . . . Anywhere, just as she wishes. 

Madame. That's very natural . . .Well, I wish you 
a pleasant journey. 



HIS HAT AND CANE. 



83 



Henri \with great excitement\. Oh ! let me look 
at you once more ! 

Madame. Leave me, sir. Never enter my presence 
again. 

Henri May. you never regret this, madame ! 
[Goes out quickly, Madame D, falls into c/iair and 
burets into tears,] 



SCENE XVII, 
Madame Danisheff — then Victorine. 

Madame. My God ! my God ! all is over for 
me — it will kill me . . . But what will people say ? 
what will he think ? That his desertion has caused 
my death ... No ! he shall never know what I suffer 
— Death, yes ! but humiliation, never. \She rings. 
To Victorinty who enters^ Victorine, get out my dia- 
monds, and a handsome walking suit. Are my per- 
secutors still there ? 

Victorine. They are walking up and down the 
street, opposite your windows. 

Madame. Well, beg them to come in ; say that I 
have a favor to ask of them — and take back those 
ridiculous things to the porter. 

Victorine. Are you serious, madame ? 

Madame. Do what I tell you. [ Victorine takes out 
hat and cane ^ Well, after all, I only do as every- 
one else does — I will amuse myself in spite of the 
despair in my heart. [Marquis and Vicomte coming 
in.] 
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SCENE XVIIL 
Madame Danisheff — The Marquis — The 

ViCOMTE. 



Ae. Come in, gentlemen, I beg of you. Sit 
down ; you may do so safely now. You may think 
me capricious . . . but you know it is a woman's priv- 
ilege. 

Vicomte [aside]. The cane is not there. 

Marquii [aside]. What does this mean? There 
is no hat here ! 

Madame. 1 do not wish to deceive you any longer. 
I am alone at Monaco . . . Completely alone, and you 
understand that at my age, one needs a little amuse- 
ment. Marquis, will you escort me to the gaming- 
tables ? and, Vicomte, every one says that you are a 
skillful player — ^will you teach me how to place my 
money ? 

Vioomta. Willingly, madame. Do you wish to win ? 

Madame. Win. . .Why ? Oh, 1 don't care. 

Vicomte. Because to win, you know, requires cour- 
age. Have you courage, madame, and coolness ? 

Madame. I have courage enough, God knows. 



SCENE XIX, 
The same — Henri. 



Henri [comity in], I beg your pardon, madame. 
I had forgotten to tell you that I saw your brother 
in Florence, and that he begged me to give you this 
package. 
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Madame [unthout looking at hint\. Thank you. . . 
put it on that table, if you please. . .Then, this morn- 
ing, gentlemen, we will goto the gaming-tables. . .Only 
allow me the time to dress ... I am hardly fit to be 
seen. Oh, I am crazy to gamble ; what emotion it 
must give one ! 

BCarquis. Unfortunately, this day I can't accom- 
pany you ; I must make the reception to my friend, 
the Minister of Portugal, who arrives just now from 
Marseilles. 

Madame. Very well, I will go with the Vicomte 
. . . why not ? Oh ! I hear there will be a grand 
entertainment at the club this evening ; a celebrated 
prima donna is to sing. It will be delightful. You 
will get me a ticket, will you not ? [Marquis and 
Vicomte look at each other ^ embarrassed^ 

Marquis. They are all taken — the tickets. 

Madame. Oh, I think you can find some, if you try 
very hard. 

Vicomte. Utterly impossible — they are very strict 
— they only receive persons well known in society. 
They are very select. 

Henri \who has been standing in the background^. 
Impertinent scoundrel ! 

Vicomte. Halloa ! [Aside,'] The man of the hat. 
[Aloud.] What did you say, sir?, .. 

Henri. Here is my card 

Vicomte [reading card]. Henri de Berard. What ! 
are you Colonel Berard the famous hunter, known 
all over Africa and India ? 

Henri. At your orders. 
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Vicomte \aside\ The devil ! \Aloud^ Very well, 
sir. \^He gives him his carif.] Here is ray card. We 
will talk of this later. Now, madame, if you wish to 
go to the casino, I am at your service. Shall I order 
a carriage ? 

Madame. I wish to know first by what right this 
person presumes to act as my protector. He is 
nothing more than a stranger to me — a man whom 
I don't even know. 

Henri. It is very true, madame, there are rights 
you have deprived me of, and given to another, 
happier, and no doubt worthier than I am. But as 
to the right of defending you, that right I will keep 
as my last and only treasure, and, by heaven ! I will 
relinquish it only with my life. 

Madame. And what will your wife say ? 

Henri. You know very well that I have no wife. 

Madame. Henri, you have deceived me. 

Henri. Was I not forced to, that I might spare you 
the avowal of your marriage ? 

Madame. My marriage ? To whom ? 

Henri. How should I know — to that gentleman 
who left his hat and cane lying about your room. 

Marquis. Oh, I would wish very much to know 
who is that man that has there his hat and cane. 

Vicomte. So would I. Do tell us who this indi- 
vidual with the hat and cane is ? 

Madame. What, Henri ! You, too . . . You didn't 
understand . . . now I see it all. [Icings belL To 
Victorin€y who enters^ Victorine, what have you 
done with the hat and cane ? 
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Victorine. Madame, the porter has his hat on his 
head, and his cane in his hand. He has gone to 
Nice. 

Henri. Then . . . ? 

Madame. First, I wish to say to these gentlemen, 
that my name is not Danisheff ; I have another name 
— a name so noble, that even the Marquis de Santa- 
Flora would not be compromised by giving the bear- 
er his arm ... if she would condescend to take it . . . 

MarqulB. Oh ! madame ! . . . 

Madame. I confess it is all my fault ; but when a 
woman is in despair, and does not wish to show it — 
however, I will tell you my romance with Henri an- 
other time. You begged, my dear friend, that on 
your return, I should meet you, not in the world of 
my relations, but alone by the sea-side, free to enjoy 
our reunion without intruders. We could neither of 
us have foreseen what has happened. Victorine has 
made use of instruments of defense which have 
worked so well that they very nearly shipwrecked 
our happiness. 

Vicomte. I wait your orders. Colonel. 

Henri. I regret my hastiness ; will that satisfy you ? 

Vicomte. Perfectly. 

Marquis. You would permit me, illustrious Colonel, 
sometimes to pay my court to madame ? I cannot 
help . . . when I see a woman so charming ; it is sec- 
ond nature. 

Henri. Why, certainly, Marquis ; I should be de- 
lighted ... if my wife will allow it. 

Madame. Henri I I ought to be angry with you for 
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doubting me, but I am so happy that I give up my 
pride. 

Victorine \to Vicomte]. How much can you win by 
putting two louis on number 32 ? 

Vicomte. You can gain the price of your ticket to 
Paris. 



THE FLOWER OF TLEMCEN. 

BY E. LEGOUV6 AND P. MERIM^E. 



CHARACTERS. 

Lady Montgomery. 
Julia, her Daughter, 
Mademoiselle jACQUEa 
Colonel Sackville. 
Mr. Smith. 

A handsomely furfttshed parlor in a country house. 



SCENE L 
Lady Montgomery. 



Lady Montgomery {dressed as a middle-aged worn-' 
an\ Colonel Sackville returns to-day ! I shall see 
him once more ! Ten years ago, when, believing me 
cold and heartless, he in despair joined the French 
army in Africa as a volunteer, he little thought that 
I was almost broken-hearted. But I was not free ! My 
husband, Sir John Montgomery, was still living ... I 
even had the strength to hide my grief from Colonel 
Sackville when we parted ! But now . . . now he will 
find me a widow, free ! [Despairingly^] It is ten 
years later ! Then we were of the same age. Now 
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... he is still young ! Whilst I ... Ah ! the age of 
romance is past for me ! especially now that I am 
about to marry my daughter to his nephew. Well, 
I'll try to forget my past dreams and think of myself 
as a grandmother ! I will conceal any remains of 
youth under this cap ! . . . I will devote mys^ to 
works of charity, and take up a course of serious 
reading ! When a woman of forty years of age takes 
to good works . . . you may be sure that such devo- 
tion to duty is only the remains of a past love ! ^See- 
ing Mr, Smith, /uiia, and Mademoiselle, who enler,] 
My daughter ! Mr. Smith ! 



SCENE II 

Lady Montgomery — Julia — Mademoiselle 
Jacques — Mr. Smith. 

Smith. Here are the latest rules of the institution, 
my lady. 

Lady Montgomery. Very well ; sit down, Mr. Smith ; 
I am all attention. [ They all sit. Lady M. and Mr, 
S, on the left — t/ie otJurs on the right, with their work\ 

Smith. Rule 75 : " Every boarder in this institute 
who shall be absent twice from morning or evening 
prayers, who is heard singing anything but sacred 
music, or who disobeys any rule of the institute ; \viio 
writes letters, or receives any from ..." 

Lady Montgomery. Go on to the next, Mr. Smith. 

Smith. H'm . . . h*m. " Or who introduces a novel 
into the house, shall be expelled immediately, and 
declared unworthy of being again admitted." 
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Lady Montgomery. Very good ! particularly the 
last clause. Julia, what do you say to that last rule ? 

Julia. Why ! that I should certainly be sent away, 
mamma ! 

Lady Montgomery. For shame ! Julia. 

Mademoiselle. How, mademoiselle ! what is that I 
hear? 

Smith. You ! Miss Julia ! 

Julia. I should like to know what harm there is in 
reading novels. I never could see any. 

Lady Montgomery. My daughter, don't talk of 
things you know nothing about. 
, Julia. I won't ; but I do know something about 
novels. I've read plenty of them . . . and hope to 
read a great many more. 

Mademoiselle. In France the jeune fille is not per- 
mit to read the romance, but the English is differ- 
ent. Sir Scott... 

Julia. English or French ... I don't care . . . 

Lady Montgomery. Julia ! Mr. Smith, you know 
her too well to believe a word she is saying.. 

Smith. I am sure that Miss Julia. . . 

Julia. Mr. Smith ! if you say another word, instead 
of this Arabic gibberish that I am working here, I'll 
embroider in the best of English : " I have read 
all the French and English novels I could get hold 
of," and then I'll sign Julia Montgomery in full. 

Lady Montgomery. Mr. Smith, will you hand me 
my scissors ? thank you. \^Aside to Aim.] Don't push 
her too tar. 

Smith. A very appropnate record to introduce in 
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a piece of fancy-work. [Beginning to read again!\ I 
pass over the next rules, about the dress ; you have 
regulated that very well. Gray gown, white veil, 
coarse cotton apron . . . 

Julia. Coarse cotton ! You ought to be ashamed 
of yourselves ! I insist upon muslin aprons, with 
pockets and blue ribbons. 

Lady Montgomery. No, coarse cotton is much the 
best. It is more suitable to the condition of these 
poor creatures. 

JuUa. They will look like Cinderellas. Why don't 
you give them glass slippers ? 

Smith. " The constitution is read," for in fact, 
my lady, it is a real constitution, a charter that you 
have given to the institute. The pensioners will be 
introduced in their new costume and marched in 
single file before the manager and lady patronesses. 

Julia. To what air ? I propose " God save the 
Queen." \She sings the air.] 

Smith. That's a very good idea, Mi^ Julia : a 
little music would have a very good effect. [To 
Lady M^ Suppose they sung the beautiful hymn 
you composed, " Seated on a throne of clouds." 

Julia. Mamma, you ought to wind up with a lively 
polka. Mr. Smith, I would like to see you dance a 
polka. 

Lady Montgomery. Julia ! 

Mademoiselle. Oh ! Mees Julie ! 

Ijady Montgomery. I am sorry to hear a daughter 
of mine talk in that wav. \To Julia,] Do you wish 
people to think you* crazy t 
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Julia. They will let me do whatever I please, if 
they think me crazy ? 

Mademoiselle. Oh ! Mees Julie ! 

Lady Montgomery. Julia ! I am ashamed of you \ 

Smith. No, Miss Julia, no one will ever say you 
are crazy ; whatever you do, you will always be lovely 
and witty ! 

Julia. Send for the clergyman and witnesses ! Mr. 
Smith has paid me a compliment ! 

Smith. There is nothing extraordinary in that. 

Lady Montgomery. You have a great deal of pa- 
tience, Mr. Smith. But, tell me, have you any news 
of the election yet ? My future son-in-law must be 
very anxious. Poor Louis ! he has set his heart on 
becoming a member of parliament. 

Julia. Poor Louis ? You pity him because he is 
to marry me I Well, perhaps you're right ! 

Lady Montgomery. Well, he will tell us all about 
it soon, for I expect him to-day with his uncle, who 
has just returned from Africa. 

Smilh. Oh, yes ! The one who is nicknamed Don 
Quixotte. 

Joiia. Why Don Quixotte ? 

Lady Montgomery. Because on ten different oc- 
casions he showed the most chtvalric courage. One 
day he saved his whole regiment, by defending alone 
the entrance to a ravine against the enemy. 

Smith. Like Horatius Codes ! 

Julia. Good gracious ! has he got but one eye ? . . . 

Lady Montgomery. No ! he only received six 
wounds. 
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Julia. Six wounds ! . . . 

Lady Montgomery. Another day, during a retreat, 
a boy of twelve, belonging to the band, and son of 
the vivandifere, fell, struck by a ball. The Colonel, 
hearing him call piteously for his mother, ran to him, 
and brought him out from under a shower of bullets. 

Julia. And the child lived ? 

Lady Montgomery. Yes ; but the Colonel came 
very near dying. 

Julia [quickly]. He was badly wounded ? 

Smith. When the soldiers took his uniform off, 
they found on his breast a medallion with hair in it. 

Lady Montgomery. His mother's hair, probably! . . . 

Julia. I don't believe it was his mother's ! 

Lady Montgomery. Julia ! 

MademoiseUe. Oh ! Mees Julie ! 

Julia. Here is Louis's coupe. Who is the gentle- 
man with him ? 

Lady Montgomery \unth enwtion]. Probably his 
uncle ! 

Smith. Mr. Sackville has stopped to talk with the 
farmer. 

Julia. A voter . . . We shan't see him for an hour. 

Smith. Here is the Colonel ! 

Lady Montgomery [troubled]. Already ? \Aside,\ 
I haven't the courage to meet him yet ! [To Julia^ 
Julia ! . . .Mademoiselle will receive the Colonel for 
me ... I have some important letters to write for the 
mail which leaves in an hour. [She goes out with 
Mr. S,] 

Mademoiselle. Asseyez vous, mademoiselle ! 
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SCENE III. 
Julia — Mademoiselle — Colonel Sackville. 

Colonel [outside]. In this room ? Thank you, you 
needn't come any farther. [Aside^ entering,] How 
my heart beats ! [Looking round the room.] She is 
not here. [Approaching Julia and Mademoiselle.^ 
Excuse me, ladies. I was told that Lady Montgom- 
ery was here ... 

Julia. She was here a few moments ago, but ran 
away when you were announced, Colonel 

Colonel. Ran away ! 

Julia. Only to take off her cap in honor of your 
arrival ... 

Colonel. You think so ? 

Julia. I hope so ! . . . For, just fancy ! she has a 
mania for hiding away her beautiful hair under a 
frightful cap. 

Colonel. What ! she wears caps ! 

Julia. I depend upon you to make her change all 
that sort of thing, Colonel ! 

Colonel. I ! But can I believe my eyes ? that face 
. . .that voice . . . 

Julia. Why, Colonel Sackville! don't you know me ? 

Colonel. Julia ! Miss Julia ! [ With emotion.] See- 
ing and hearing you, has brought me back to ten years 
ago, to the moment . . . 

Julia. When you carried me to the opera in your 
arms . . . 

Blademoiselle. Oh I Mees Julie ! for shame ! 

Julia. Don't be alarraedj ipy dear; I was only 
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eight years old. [Iniroducing the Colonel to Made- 
moiselle\. Mademoiselle Jacques . . . my governess . . . 
my guardian angel ... a very busy angel, too. 

Colonel [looking at lier a ffectiofidtely\. And this is 
the lovely girl who is going to be my niece ! . . . I shall 
have the right to call you my child . . . and to em- 
brace you ... if my nephew will allow me. 

Julia, Oh, your nephew ! I think the best thing 
about your nephew. . .is his uncle. 

Colonel. Now, don*t spoil me ! 

Julia. But you spoiled me awfully when I was a 
little girl ! You frightened everybody but me with 
your long mustaches. . . 

Colonel. And you ! you pulled them . . . 

Julia. That's true ! And you always came with 
your pockets full of sugarplums. . .and dolls. . .how 
pretty I was, and naughty . . . ask Mademoiselle if 
I have improved — she has been trying to reform me. 

Mademoiselle. Oh, Mees Julie ! 

Julia. Do you remember ? it was you who made 
them take me to the opera. . .before I was old enough 
for such dissipation. 

Colonel. Yes, and you went to sleep before it was 
half over... I was obliged to carry you to the 
carriage. 

Julia. You see how precocious I was ! Well, I still 
go to sleep at the opera ; but I have no patient 
carrier now. 

Colonel. Where's my nephew ? 

Julia. Look at this embroidery, Colonel, and ad- 
mire it, Haven't I a great deal of talent ? 
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Colonel \looking at the work\, A verse of the Koran 
. . .why, who sent you this design ? 

Julia. My mother had it sent from Algiers. 

Colonel \with emotian\. Really ! 

Julia. Just imagine ! for the last two years. . .ever 
since the death of my poor father. . .everything here 
is Arabic. 

Colonel [much moz^ed]. Really ! 

Julia. Yes, Arabic designs, Arabic stuffs, Arabic 
views. I don't know whether all this is in honor of 
you. . .but we live like children of the desert. Isn't 
it so, Mademoiselle ? 

Mademoiselle. Oh ! Mees Julie * 

Julia Don't say. Oh, Mees Julie, all the time ! 
[To ColotieL\ Well, Colonel, as my mother will not 
make her appearance, let me take her place; sit 
down \\txG .. .[Interrupting herself.] Do you know 
there is one thing that strikes me as very curious ? 

Colonel. What is that ? 

Julia. You seemed to me a great deal older ten 
years ago than you do now. 

Colonel. Really ! 

Mademoiselle. That is very simple, ma ch^re ! it is 
because you have ten years more 

Julia. Ha ! ha ! ha ! and he then . . . Mademoi- 
selle . . . Hasn't he ten years more ? 

Mademoiselle. That is true ! 

Julia. I should think so ! [Seriously.^ It is very 
strange, but ten years ago I looked upon you as a 
sort of good angel. 

Colonel. And now I am a good devil, eh ? 

5 
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Julia. Yes; a good devil, whose actions are 
brave and chivalric ! Colonel, have you ever been 
wounded ? 

Colonel. Yes, several times, as almost every one 
else has. 

Julia. And, no doubt, under the most romantic cir- 
cumstances. 

Colonel. On the contrary. I am afraid they were 
very commonplace and prosaic — chance swordcuts 
and balls aimed at no one in particular. . .You feel a 
slight blow on the breast ... a sensation of cold inside 
. . . that's all ! 

Julia. Ah ! Colonel, how old must one be to join 
the band? 

Colonel. You have passed the age. . .so I needn't 
answer your question. You say that everything 
about this house is Arabic ? 

Julia. Look for yourself ! there is a picture of 
Algiers that mamma bought a few days ago. 

Colonel. She bought a picture of Algiers ! \Look' 
ing at it 7vith emotion,\ That little white house with a 
veranda. . .it was there I was taken from the hospi- 
tal. 

Julia, Yes ! when you saved the little trumpet- 
er. . . 

Colonel. You have heard of that ? 

Julia. Yes... 

Colonel. I'll show him to you when you come to 
Africa, for I intend to carry you off with your 
mother. 

Julia. I would like nothing better. You must 
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make the Arabs bring us any quantity of ostrich 
feathers and dates, and perform all their feats of 
horsemanship we have heard so much about. We'll 
take Mr. Smith with us. 

Colonel. Who is Mr. Smith ? 

Julia. Mamma's right hand in all her works of 
charity ... he is very sanctimonious ... I hate him. 
He is a hypocrite. We will take him with us to 
preach to the Arabs ; your nephew will study up 
the colonization question ; you and I will destroy 
an Arab village. . .and. . .we'll sell Mademoiselle to 
Abd-el-Kader. 

MademoiseUe. Oh ! Mees Julie, for shame ! 

Julia. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 



SCENE IV, 
The same — Mr. Smith. 

Smith [enters]. Colonel! 

JuUa. The Mr. Smith I was telling you about — 

Smith. Lady Montgomery has not quite finished 
her letters . . . She begs you will take a turn in the 
garden, and she will join you there as soon as she 
can. 

Colonel. They must be very important letters... 
very well ! 

Julia. Now, Colonel ! I'll carry you off. . .I'll take 
you out on the frog-pond that we call a lake. You 
will see how well I can manage a boat. 
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MademoiMlle. Mees Julie, madaxne your mother 
has forbidden you ... 

Julia. You know very well, Mademoiselle, that 
Mees Julie does whatever madame her mother for- 
bids her to do. Come ! who loves me follows me ! 
\She goes out with Colo9ul^ sii^ing^ 

Mademoiselle. Mees Julie ! Mees Julie I Oh ! my 
dear!... it is complete madness. {Goes out ; Lady 
Mon^omery enters ivitk Smith holding papers. ] 



SCENE V, 

Lady Montgomery — Mr. Smith. 

Lady Montgomery [to Smith], Here is the copy 
almost corrected. 

Smith. I hope you have changed nothing in the 
chapter on widows . . . 

Lady Monts^omery. No, not in that . . . but there is 
something here . . . Please leave me a moment, I want 
to finish this passage. {Goes to table to write,] 

Smith. Don't make too many alterations. [Goes 
out.] 

SCENE VI. 

Lady Montgomery, alone. 

Lady Montgomery {throwing papers angrily^ on 
table]. And what do I care for books ! It is useless 
my reading these pages over and over again. I can- 
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not see what is written . . . hete . . . [PutHng her hand 
on her heart] I only see what is written there ! I am 
so frightened ! I dread this interview ! I am afraid of 
his first look, which will tell me all. . .his love gone 
. . . my hopes ruined ... he will see me changed . . . 
old . . .what a coward I am ^ I sent him word to 
wait for me in the garden. Why?... just that I 
might see him pass by my window : and I have seen 
him. Ten years have told on him, too! He 
doesn't carry himself as erect. . .his eyes have lost 
their brightness. . .but I should like to have seen a 
few more gray hairs on his head ! To be sure I 
have none at all ! . . . [ With determination,] Why 
should I not take every advantage ? my hair is as 
beautiful now as it was twenty years ago... Why 
should I not wear it in the most becoming way ? 
Alas ! he knows my age too well . . . well, the more 
reason why I should call art and dress to my aid. I 
will do it ! and if I am defeated . . . well, so be it . . . 
but at least I will not give up my prospect of happi- 
ness without a struggle. 



SCENE VIL 
Lady Montgomery — Julia — Mademoiselle. 

Mademoiselle comes in very much excited, 

MademoiseUe. Oh ! Mees Julie ! oh ! my dear ! 
oh ! my lady, how she will be angry when she knows 
it!.,* 



102 PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING. 

Z«ady MontgooMry \adi)ancing\ What is the mat- 
ter? 

MftdmnoiMlIe [to fuiia^ who enters]. Oh! here 
you are ! Heavens ! if you had been drowned ! . . . 

JnUa. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Z«ady Montgomery. Drowned ! what has happened ? 

Julia. Nothing ! nothing at all, dear mother ! . . . 
I am all right. [Laughiftg.] But the Colonel was 
drenched ! 

Z«ady Montgomery. The Colonel ! 

Julia. He looked like Neptune with hanging 
mustache. . . 

Z«ady Montgomery [with itnpaiience\ But will you 
tell me?... 

Julia. Oh ! it is very simple ! You know, dear 
mamma, you left the Colonel to my tender mercy . . . 
to amuse. . .and I took him out in the boat. 

Lady Montgomery. You know I have forbidden 
you . . . 

Mademoiselle. I did tell her so, my lady ! 

Julia. Oh, I'll bear witness to that ! she did her 
duty ! But in spite of her we went off in the boat 
... Oh ! mamma ! it was the most ridiculous sight ! 
On the shore, Mademoiselle frightened to death. . . 
crying like a hen who has hatched a duck, and 
sees it take to the water for the first time. In the 
boat... Mr. Louis Sackville . . . my future husband 
. . .afraid that we would be upset. . .and get his yel- 
low kid gloves wet. . .The Colonel frightened, too. . . 

Ziady Montgomery. He ! 

JuUa. Yes ! frightened ! but on my account !. .• 
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calling out to me : Miss Julia ! . . . Miss Julia ! . . . don't 
stand up ! as if I was going to sacrifice my grace- 
ful pose! Then his nephew ... Miss Julia! Miss 
Julia ! you will upset us ! What cowards men are ! 
. . .and I amused myself making the boat rock 
from one side to the other to frighten him still 
more ! 

Ziady Montgomery. But ! 

Julia. Then, somehow or other, I rocked too hard, 
and the boat leaned to one side . . . and we should 
have gone entirely over but for the Colonel jump- 
ing into the water ! 

Lady Montgomery. Good heavens ! 

Julia. Then the boat came all right again, and he 
. . .he looked just like a sea-god. . .a Triton. . .Oh, 
it was delightful ! it was mythologic. . .he swam all 
the way to the shore, pushing us before him, where 
we landed safe and sound, thanks to our savior. 

laady Montgomery. But he ! he ! what became of 
him ? He will be ill ! 

Julia. He ! he don't mind it ! He could hardly be 
persuaded to go to Mr. Smith's room to dry his 
clothes, and I only hope they will not be dry enough 
to put on again to-day ... We'll lend him the cos- 
tume of Othello we had in the charades. What fun ! 

Z«ady Montgomery. Julia ! 

Julia. And, if anybody comes . . . we'll tell them 
that he is a Bedouin ! Oh ! I shall go mad if we 
don't dress him up as Othello ! 

Lady Montgomery. I declare, Julia, you get more 
ridiculous every day ! Instead of sending him the 
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costume of Othello, I will take him some port wine 
. . . or tea . . . 

Julia. Don't be alarmed, mamma... Mr. Smith 
will take good care of him. 

laady Montgomery. Sometimes I think you have no 
feeling. 

Julia \becaming very serious], I! dearest mother? 
\/mpu/sivefy.] You know how much I love you ! 

Lady Montgoiii«fy [/em/erfy]. Thank you, my 
child. I am always afraid that those who do not 
know you well, will misunderstand you. [Emdraa'f^ 
her,] There ! I'll go and do what yoii ought to have 
done. [Going away; aside.] Now to prepare for the 
combat. {Goes out.] 

SCENE VIII. 

Julia — Mademoiselle. 

Mademoiselle takes Iter work and sits on the left. 

Julia. Africa ! the desert ! [Singing,] " Mon bien 
aim^ d'amour s'enivre." Is that it ?. . . 

Mademoiselle. Very good, Mees Julie. But why 
always the desert ? Now, something of Bellini . . . 

Julia. I love his voice. How well it would sound 
in the desert, under a tent, on a beautiful moonlight 
night. 

Mademoiselle. Yes . . . but Bellini ! 

Julia. Mademoiselle.^ 

BOademoiselle. What, Mees Julie ? 

Julia. Have you been in love with any one ? 

Mademoiselle. Oh ! Mees Julie ! for shame ! . . • 
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Julia. Come now, tell me frankly ! I am sure 
those lovely blue eyes of yours have made them- 
selves felt. Confess, you have been in love. 

Mademoiselle. Fi done ! If my lady heard you ! 

Julia. 1 want to know how one can tell when they 
are in love. 

Mademoiselle. The symptoms of love, your poet 
Shakespeare defines them thus : " his doublet all 
unbraced. . . no hat upon his head ... his stockings 
fouled." 

Julia. Oh ! are you not ashamed. Mademoiselle ? 
As for me, when I sliut my eyes, I see large camels 
covered with gold, Arab horses pawing the ground, 
guns firing, piles of cashmere shawls as high as the 
house, beautiful rugs, and a hundred thousand 
swarthy beings crying out . . . 

Mademoiselle. How can you see such strange 
things ? 

Julia. " In the mind's eye, Horatio," as Hamlet 
says. 

Mademoiselle. Oh ! Mees Julie ! would you really 
go to Algiers ? 

Julia. Indeed I would ! Do you know how to 
tell fortunes ? 

Mademoiselle. No ! 

Julia. I must see a clairvoyant, and find out if I 
shall really go. 

Mademoiselle. You can go with Mr. Louis Sack- 
ville, to sec his uncle. 

Julia. I wouldn't travel ten miles with him, if I 
could help it. 

s* 
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Mademoiselle. Oh ! Mees Julie ! he is such an 
amiable young man ! 

Julia. To his constituents . . . but his wife would 
get very tired of him. 

Mademoitelle. Oh, no! Mees Julie! I am sure 
you would not ! 

Julia. No, indeed, for I shall never be his wife. 
But, seriously, Mademoiselle, I am head over ears in 
love . . . Now, if you open your big eyes like that . . . 
and your mouth like a letter-box, Til do something 
awful, ril send a declaration of four pages to the 
object of my love. Do you dare me ? 

Mademoiselle. Oh ! Mees Julie ! is it possible ? 
How ? You do not love Mr. Louis Sackville any 
more ? Who then ? 

Julia. Who then ? who then ? Is it difficult to guess ? 
Are you going to pretend to be stupid, now ? Come 
now, dare to say that the uncle is not a thousand times 
better than the nephew. Say he is not, and see if I 
don't tear your eyes out. . . Just dare to say anything 
bad of the uncle. \She pinches Jur^ aiid pulls her hair,] 

Mademosielle. Oh! Mees Julie! you hurt me with 
your vngles. 

Julia. Very good ! very good ! Mademoiselle has 
made a pun ! . . . It*s too much for a French woman 
of so tender an age . . . But, first I want to know what 
you can find to say against my choice . . . 

Mademoiselle. First, you are engaged. 

Julia. Secondly, I break it oflf. 

Mademoiselle. And then, he lias forty-five years, 
at least. 
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JaHa. He doesn't look more than forty-four and a 
half. I like them like that. He has a beautiful 
mustache, which I will make him put in curl-papers, 
and his hair is very black still . . . fast color. 

Mademoiselle. But soon it will become gray. 

Julia. Soon ! Soon never comes. I don't know 
how long it will be before he turns gray — perhaps 
next year, perhaps this ; what do I care I He will go 
to Algiers. He will be made general . . . Grand trium- 
phal entry ... I shall be presented with embroidered 
scarfs, Arab horses, bracelets ; and you ... I will 
marry you to a sheik. 

BAademoiselle. A sheik ! 

Julia. Yes, a sheik, and if you say a word, to a 
dervish ! \Givir^ her a shawl^ There, make a 
turban of that, and put it on my head. \While 
Madenioiselle puts turban on, ] Then he will be obliged 
to join his brigade . . . What a heart-rending partmg ! 
I shall await the bulletins with anxious impatience, 
as Mr. Smith would say. You will read the Times, 
I will recline on a divan, in a little salon lined with 
flowered satin, with verses of the Koran round the 
border. I won't receive any bores. My mother will 
have to leave Mr. Smith at the door, with her um- 
brella . . . You must arrange my turban better than 
that — put it more on one side — coquettishly. 

Mademoiselle. And when a bulletin comes, and 
you read : " The general has been killed ! " 

Julia. Bah ! No such bulletin would come ! This 
turban is really very becoming. Does one ever be- 
come a widow at twenty ? But look at me and tell me 
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if I was not bom to be the wife of a pasha or an 
Algerian general ! I think I shall always wear turbans. 

Mademoiselle. Oh ! Mees Julie j Do take that off, 
it is the hour when Mr. Louis Sackville comes. 

Julia. And if the uncle should come on his grand 
war-horse ! I would jump on behind, and gallop off 
with him — to the desert ! to the desert ! I hear 
some one coming. 

Mademoiaelle. Oh ! Mees Julie ! It is himself ! 
For heaven's sake, take off that turban ! Mon Dieu, 
what will he think ! [ The Colonel enter s.'l 



SCENE IX. 

The same — Colonel Sackville, 

Jnlia. \goit^ to him^ and saluting him comicaUy^ 
Salamalic ! 

Colonel. Alelkoun, Salam ! You are lovely in 
this costume. Your mother is not here ? 

Julia. No. 

Colonel. She is like Providence, inscrutable in 
her ways, and never seen. She sent enough to Mr. 
Smith's room to save ten drowned men, and when I 
look for her . . . But where is she ? 

Julia. She is in her room with Mr. Smith, correct- 
ing proof-sheets. You must be resigned, you are 
under my charge. 

Colonel. I am resigned to my fate, as I came es- 
pecially to see you and talk to you. But what were 
you doing ? Acting charades with Mademoiselle ? 
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Julia. Ask her what we were doing — and say- 
ing. 

Mademoiflelle. For shame ! 

Colonel. I am afraid I disturbed you. But I must 
ask you to give me five minutes, for I have some- 
thing very particular to say to you. 

Jolia. You look as if you had something weighing 
on your mind. Now, Mademoiselle, will you be 
kind enough to take your work over there. . .Take 
a seat, great mogul. 

Oolonel. Your joyous spirits make me regret my 
past youth. But tell me, did you see Louis yester- 
day ? 

Julia. Yesterday ? 

Oolonel. What ! you don't remember ? 

Julia. Oh! yes! I recollect now... He was on 
his bay horse with crooked ears. 

Oolonel. What did you talk about ? 

Julia. I forget . . . Oh ! about the coming election, 
I think. 

OoloneL He is wrong ; he ought to keep all that 
sort of thing for his constituents ; but I was afraid 
you had quarreled. 

Julia. I ! quarrel with him ! I never could with 
one . . . who ... I could quarrel with you, perhaps. 

Oolonel. I hope never to give you cause. But 
listen, my dear child. You will allow me to call 
you child ? We men accuse women of being sensi- 
tive and exacting, whereas we are a thousand 
times more so. No greater misfortune can happen 
to a man than to find that the woman to whom he 
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has given his entire love is untrue to him. You 
treat my poor Louis badly. 

Julia. How so ! 

Colonel. I can see myself. . .You have not — 

Julia. What have I not ? 

Colonel. It is not very easy to say . . . But you will 
excuse one who has lived so long amongst savages. 
You don't appear to love him as you should love 
the man to whom you are engaged. 

Julia. Does he think that I am wanting in... 
affection ? 

Colonel. He is in despair, and irritates himself, in- 
stead of trying to win your affection . . . now, dear Julia 
. . . tell me frankly ... at my age you can say what 
you please to me . . . although old, I love youth ... If 
you do not love Louis ... it must be for one of two 
reasons — either you love no one yet ... I have no 
doubt that is the case. . .you are so young. . .and 
your education — 

Julia. Yes ! at school they forbid us falling in 
love, and biting our nails. 

Colonel. You are not speaking frankly. . .Look 2X. 
me; I am something of a physiognomist...! see 
something serious behind that laugh which frightens 
me . . . after all, our feelings are not under our control 
. . .You think, perhaps, that you have found in some 
one else what is wanting in Louis . . . that life and 
enthusiasm which youth believes the proofs of a true 
love. . . \She nods affirmatively.^ I was afraid of it ! 
Listen to me. You are very young, very lovely. . . 
without experience . . . good reasons for choosing 
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badly ; but you have a good mother who loves you, 
who lives only for you ! 

Julia. She is my best friend. 

Colonel. You should consult her. 

Julia. But she is busy with her proof. 

CkdoneL So you love some one... And it is not 
my poor Louis whom — But I won't say anything 
more to you about him ; I will think only of you now 
. . . Are you sure that he whom you love is worthy of 
you ? 

Jolia. Very sure ! 

ColoneL One always believes what one most 
wishes. Look in that mirror... at that lovely face 
. . . Ask yourself if so much beauty, if that noble 
little heart, ought to belong to a coxcomb ? 

Jalia No, never ! 

Colonel. You reassure me. I believe he is worthy 
of you . . . Does your mother know that you love 
him ? 

Jolia. No ! she is revising — 

Colonel Oh ! stop this joking. . .We are talking 
of the happiness or misery of your whole life . . . My 
dear child, I tremble when I think that a man can 
bewitch a poor young girl because he dances well. 

Julia. Oh ! as for that, I am sure he dances horri- 
bly. 

Colonel. So much the better, if you judge him 
from more serious qualities ; but why not speak to 
your mother ? 

Julia. To tell you the truth, I don't know whether 
he ever thinks about me. 



112 PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING, 

OoloneL If he thinks about you ? . . . O ! Julia ! 
Julia ! Here is a romance ! You love an unknown 
man who has saved you from some danger by the 
light of the moon. 

Julia. Perhaps! 

Colonel. Nonsense, my child, utter nonsense ! 
The dance was a great deal better . . . What ! he does 
not know that you love him ? He's a fool ! 

Julia. Yes ... or he does not do himself jus- 
tice. 

Colonel. You are crazy, my poor child ; but now 
you are sad, you change color ; is that a tear I see 
in those lovely eyes ? Ah ! youth ! youth ! your 
rashness brings you many cares and regrets. Well, 
this handsome unknown ? 

Mademoiselle. Mees Julie, my lady must have 
finished ; I will tell her the Colonel is here. 

Julia. No, I will go and tell her myself. . . Tell 
me. Colonel : in Algiers . . . the women are veiled, so 
the men might as well be blind . . . What does a 
woman do, when she wants to let a man know she 
is in love with him ? 

Colonel Why, as you may suppose, I have had no 
experience. 

Julia. But others are more fortunate perhaps... 
or more conceited. 

Colonel. You put me in mind of a very curious 
incident. As I entered Tlemcen I had at my side 
an adjutant, a brave soldier and very handsome. In 
the main street a woman, covered with a veil, caught 
the bridle of his horse, and threw a bouquet in the 
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folds of his burnous. . . \ Julia thrau's a flower at him 
and runs out hiding her face J\ 

ColoneL Ah ! \^To Mademoiselle.^ Mademoiselle, 
will you tell Lady Montgomery that I am obliged 
to return to Africa immediately ? 

[He goes out backy turning to t/ie right, Mr, Smith 
appears on left and follows him with his eyes as he dis- 
appear s.^^ 

SCENE X. 
Mademoiselle — Mr. Smith. 

BSademoiselle [in front, looking very much exciteJ], 
Oh ! ciel ! I have jamais . . . 

Smith. What is the matter with the Colonel, that 
he rushes off in that way, without seeing anybody ? 

Mademoiselle. Oh! Meester Smeeth...Si vous 
. . .if you. . . Je ne sais pas. . .When I think. . .O ! 
mon Dieu ! a young girl ! 

Smith. Why ! good heavens ! what is the matter 
with you ? You speak English and French in the 
most promiscuous manner . . . 

BCademoiselle. Oh ! silence. . . My lady ! 



SCEJSTE XL 

The same — Lady Montgomery. 

[Lady Montgomery enters from the side opposite to 
where Julia went out. She is elegantly dressed^ and 
her liair arranged with ribbons^ 
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Lady Montgomery. My dear Mr. Smith, will you 
tind the Colonel, and tell him I wish to speak vrith 
him, before he goes. 

Smith. With pleasure, my lady. \Goes mU,] 
Lady Montgomery. Mademoiselle, will you send 
Julia to me ? 

Yes, my lady. [SA^gaes out.] 



SCENE XII. 

Lady Montgomery, alone. 

Lady Montgomery \picks up bouquet thrown by Ju-- 
liaj after a nwnieni of silence]. Does she love him ? 
or was it simply fun on the part of this giddy girl ? 
All young girls are such children ! And she is par- 
ticularly so ! Has her heart spoken ? There are so 
many mysteries in a young girl's heart. To throw 
him a flower in response to his story . . . and he ! he 
did not even pick it up . . . he fled . . . fled ! Why ? 
Does he fly from her. . .Or is it I that he is afraid 
of ? A thousand feelings struggle within me ! Jeal- 
ousy . . .Yes, I am jealous of her ! Joy ! I am hap- 
py because he disdained this flower! A mother*s 
grief ! For, if my child suffers, there can be no pos- 
sible happiness for me ! Does he love me still ? 
Does she love him ? If so, I can't give her a step- 
father with whom she is in love. Oh ! I must get 
rid of this anxiety ! Here she is ! ... I will question 
her. 
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SCENE XIII, 

Lady MoNTGOMfeRV — Julia. 

Julia {coming in joyfully]. You sent for me, mam- 
ma ! [Seeif^ her dress.] Oh ! how pretty you are ! 

Lady Montgomery. You think so ? 

Jtilia. Now, this is the way I like to see you ! You 
look ten years younger ! . . . Oh ! how beautiful your 
hair is ! 

Lady Montgomery. Really? 

Julia. If you go on this way . . . you will be more 
beautiful than any of us ... I forbid you . . \Seeing 
her flower in her mother* s hand, aside y troubled,] My 
flower ! 

Lady Montgomery. What is the matter ? You seem 
troubled . . . 

Julia. I? 

Lady Mcmtgomery. Yes . . . one would think that 
the sight of this flower . . . 

JuUa. Of that flower ! 

Lady Montgomery. Yes ! isn't it lovely ! 

Julia. Certainly . . . very pretty ! . . . Isn't the Colo- 
nel here ? 

Lady Montgomery. When I came in ? . . . He — 

Julia. Did he speak to you ? 

Lady Montgomery. Speak ... of what ? 

Julia. Of anything ... of his nephew . . . perhaps it 
was he who gave you that flower ? 

Lady Montgomery. No ! I found it there ... on 
the floor. 
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Julia. On the floor ! . . . [Ast'de.] He would not 
even pick it up ! 

liddy Montgomery. What is the matter with you ? 
This flower seems to interest you very much. * 

Jolia [bursting out laughing]. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
They are all alike ! . . . men are such coxcombs ! 

Lady Montgomery. What are you talking about ? 

Julia. I see, you know it all ! The Colonel has 
told you everything ; and, l)y your serious manner 
and severe expression, I know you believe that your 
daughter — [laughing again] ,,. AxiA he never un- 
derstood . . . 

Lady Montgomery. Understood what ? 

Julia. That I was joking. . .that I was acting an 
Algerian play. 

Lady Montgomery. But — 

Julia [laughing l:mder\. And he took my flower 
for a declaration .^. . .ha ! ha ! I wish. . .ha ! ha ! 
ha! [Suddenly stops laughing,] Well, it's true... I 
never could tell a lie ... I threw the flower at him, be- 
cause I love him. 

Lady Montgomery. You love him ? 

JuUa. Yes! 

Lady Montgomery. At his age ! 

Julia. Heroes have no age ! 

Lady Montgomery. A man you never knew be- 
fore to-day ! 

Julia. There are men you can know in an hour, 
as there are others whom it takes years to know. 

Lady Montgomery. This is folly ! 

Julia. It may be folly ! I know I am wild and 



THE FLOWER OF TLEMCEN, 



117 



capricious. . .but my heart is brave and true — I take 
that from you. \Lady M, makes a sudden fn<rventent,\ 
This language from me astonishes you ... I am aston- 
ished myself. The words I speak seem to come in- 
voluntarily from my heart ... it is my heart itself that 
speaks. Yes, you will find in this wild, capricious 
girl a woman ! 

Lady Montgomery. A woman who pretends to love 
a man she does not know. 

Julia. I have known him for the last three years — 
three years I have waited for him. 

Lady Montgomery. You have waited for him ! 

Julia. Yes ! I have foreseen . . . divined . . . the dis- 
gust I have felt for every young man who has paid 
me any attention shows it... If you knew how I 
detest the sight of these fops, with little waxed 
mustaches, with hands in such pretty gloves, and 
little hearts. . .Your Mr. Smith is a hypocrite ! Mr. 
Louis Sackville is a coward ! You were not there just 
now in thet boat ! If you had seen him . . . pale and 
trembling. . .clinging ridiculously to the sides of the 
boat, frightened by a girl, not being ashamed to show 
his cowardice before the woman that he loved! But 
he ! he ! there is a heart ! I don't speak of his cour- 
age ... it was a natural act on his part to throw him- 
self into the water to save a woman ! . . . but with 
what presence of mind he jumped from the boat to 
relieve it ! With what skill and grace he pushed it 
to the shore ! And just now, with what affection 
he spoke to me of his nephew ! How tender and 
lovingly he spoke — he, so accustomed to command 



Il8 PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING. 

... I could almost see the tears in his eyes ... I am 
sure he has loved ! what I call loving ! I am even 
sure he has suffered. Yes ! I could see that he had 
a hidden sorrow, some sad remembrance which draws 
me still more to him \teniierly\. Oh ! to console a 
great heart like his ! And I think I could. I see 
clearly within me. I must be proud of the man 
whose name I bear ! I must never be able to utter 
his name but with respect. In my husband's ab- 
sence I must be able to think of the noble deeds 
he has performed ! When I am out with him I 
must see all eyes follow me with envy. I ^fSi proud ! 
I cannot marry any but a man superior to all others 
... by what right or title I do not know . . . but I 
cannot love any one below this standard. 

I^ady Montgomery. But if he does not love you ? 

Julia. That is impossible. 

Lady Montgomery. And this flower ? — which he 
did not even pick up. 

Julia. This flower ? My flower ! Oh ! I am mise- 
rable ! . . . I had forgotten \with determination]. Well, 
I must know ! This neglected flower may not mean 
anything ... a coxcomb would have boasted of it, a 
fool would have laughed over it, an honest man 
might pretend not to understand it. I am younger 
than he, richer. . .this seeming contempt may be 
only delicacy., .but contempt or reserve, I must 
know ! . . . I want you to offer him my hand for me 
. . . and if he refuses it, I know what remains for me 
to do ! . . . [JLady M. rings.] What are you doing ? 
[Maid enters.] 
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Lady Montgomery. Bring me my shawl and my 
cap. You will find them in that room. 

JiUia. Oh, mamma, are you going to put on that 
horrid cap ? 

Lady Montgomery. Yes ! I feel chilled through. 
We try in vain to escape from age. [Maid enters ; 
Lady M, puts on cap and luraps shawl around her. 
Colonel enters.^ 



SCENE XIV. 
The same — Colonel Sackville. 

Julia [to her mother\ . He ! 

Lady Montgomery. Thank you, Colonel, for re- 
turning. [Colonel^ seeing /ler, makes a gesture of sur- 
prise^ 

Lady Montgomery. Ah ! I see you are not changed 
. . . the same frankness. 

Colonel. How, my lady ? 

Lady Montgomery. Yes ! for in meeting me again 
. . .you were not able to restrain a gesture. . .a look 
... of surprise ... at finding me so . . . changed. 

Colonel. I ! 

Lady Montgomery [showing her daughier\ But 
here I am ... at twenty years of age ... as you re- 
member me. She is like me . . . is she not ? 

Colonel. Very. 

Lady Montgomery [offering him the flower\ Prove 
it to me . . . by accepting this flower from my hand. 
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Colonel. Certainly, my lady. 

liddy Montgonnery. Thank you. 

Julia [throwing herself on her mother's hand\ 
Mother ! 

Lady Montgomary. Poor child ! what joy ! [Aside.] 
Well, it is not as hard as I thought it would be. 



THE OLD HOMESTEAD. 

BY ANDr6 THEURIETl. 



CHARACTERS. 

M. Gilbert, age 60. 

Roger, age 30. 

Aline des Aulnois, cousin of M, Gilbert^ age 18. 

Susan, old Nurse of Aline* Sy age 50. 

Scene — A country house. 



THE OLD HOMESTEAD. 

A study on the ground-floor of a house belonging to 
Alines mother. At the back of the stage a door leading 
towards the court-yard,. Front of stage ^ to the left^ a 
table with books^ and an arm-chair^ a screen on one side 
of theniy back of them, a door leading to the rest of the 
house. Front of siage^ to the right ^ a window looking on 
the garden^ near the window a sofa and work-table, back 
of them a long window opening on the garden. Old 
furniture, old stuffs, old china, suggesting the last 
century, 
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SCENE L 

Aline. 

Aline [siitmg on the sofa^ wilh embroidery ; uis ine 
work f ally and sits pensive — sings^ 

Song — Robin Adair. 

" What's this dull town to me?" 
etc. etc. etc. 

Snaan [the door at the bottom of the stage opens^ and 
enter Susan ^ laden with parcels^ Here I am ! How 
are you, my child ? 

Aline {surprised]. Why ! is it you ? We didn't 
expect you till this afternoon. 

Susan. That's true ; but I was so homesick up 
there ; in the daytime I kept thinking about the old 
house, and the orchard, and the cows ; and at night 
I dreamed of them ; I saw the cat at the window, 
and the pigeons on the roof, and they looked so 
lonely — ^poor dear things — it made me downright 
melancholy. My sorrows ! I couldn't stand it ; so 
I hopped off to the railroad — found a carryall at 
the station — and here I am. {Puts down her parcels, 
and sits down.] How nice it is to ge: tack! Ah ! 
my child, as the old song says, " There's no place - 
like heme." 

Aline. How is mamma ? 

Susan. Very well. You should just see her run- 
ning about Paris, from morning till night, bargaining 
with the shopkeepers, arguing with the lawyers, visit- 
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ing her friends. We have had a busy time, I can 
tell you ? 

Aline. And Paris ? Is it very delightful, Susan ? 

Susan. H'm ! Yes — and no. I expected somer 
thing better. I thought the streets would be silver, 
the houses gold, the people splendid, and everything 
shiny and beautiful — but my gracious ! the mud 
was worse than ours, the houses black and dirty, the 
people haggard and pale, as if they were getting a 
fever ! and, worst of all, a smoky sun ! . Ah ! give me 
our own bright sun at home ! 

Aline \giving a weary sigh\ It is easy to talk! 
but the sun doesn't shine here ; the house is like a 
tomb — yes, a iomh; and they may bury me in it, if I 
stay here much longer. I am dying of dullness. 

Snaan. Oh ! my darling ! how can you say such 
things ! At your age. Only eighteen ! 

AUnfe. What good do I get out of my youth ! 
What's this duH town to me ? The people walk the 
grass-grown streets as if they were asleep. Every 
morning I wake with a vague hope that something 
will happen ; something to break the solitude — the 
monotony — somelhing — I don't know what ! I spring 
up, saying to myself, perhaps it will be to-day, to- 
day ! to-day ! ! — but no — no — ^nothing happens — 
nothing comes. 

Susan [smiling with a knowing look\. Something 
will happen. 

Aline. I don't believe it. I'm weary of waiting. 
Ah ! Paris ! Paris ! how I wish I were there ! 

Susan. Patience, my child ; you will be there sooner 
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than you think for. Listen : your mother has a plan 
to sell this house, and live in Paris. 

Aline \_ joyous^ but incredulous^ What, really ? — 
truly ? Who told you ? 

Susan. No one. But I've a quick pair of ears, and 
when I found they were hiding something from me, 
I just listened at the door, and heard all. Your 
mamma will be here to-morrow. She wants to talk 
it over with you and M. Gilbert. 

Aline. Poor cousin Gilbert ! I wonder how he 
will like it. 

Susan. Not at all, poor dear man ! He is not like 
you, he loves the old homestead. Remember, child, 
he has lived here fifty years. He came with your 
grandfather, when your mother was a little girl, and 
from that day to this he has not slept out of his own 
room. When your mamma married and left home, 
M. Gilbert staid on in the old house ; when she re- 
turned — a widow, with a dear little daughter, (that's 
you,) she found her old cousin waiting for her on the 
steps of the portico — faithful at his post like the fam- 
ily watch-dog ! Poor man, he hoped to die here. It 
will break his heart to leave the old home. 

Aline. Nonsense. We will take him with us. We 
will make a bright, new home for him. Presently, 
when he comes in, / // talk him into it. 

Susan. You will have hard work to do that. At 
his age, my child, old men are like cats — they love 
their garret, and they are not happy elsewhere. But 
try — try by all means — though I'm afraid you won't 
succeed. There he is now, coming in from his daily 
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walk in the orchard, with his hands behind his back, 
and his face glowing with peace and contentment. 
Ah ! my poor, dear man ! you don't know what's 
before you ! . . . While you are talking with him, 
Aline, I will go and put things to rights upstairs. 
\Picks up ker parcels and exit^ /$/7.] 



SCENE II, 
Aline. 



Aline [j(iy/uliy\. To get away from here ! to live 
in Paris ! the mere thought of it makes me as lively 
as a cricket, as light as a bird. [^FoUs up her work^ 
and sings some gay song — any thing— four lines with a 
refrain^ 

[M. Gilbert enters from the garden^ and stands list^ 
ening.] 



SCENE III 
Aline — M. Gilbert. 



M. Oilbert. Bravo, my darling ! That's a pretty 
song ! I like your gay voice better than the doleful 
looks I saw this morning. Isn't it a beautiful even- 
ing, and are we not happy to live here and enjoy it ? 
I have been watching the old house, as I stood there, 
under the apple trees ; the setting sun brought out 
the noble lines of the fagade, and the pointed tower. 
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and my mind went back over the years — the many 
years — when I have watched it at the same hour : 
it seemed to me, that from every glowing window, 
my youth smiled upon me with all its hopes — its pas- 
sions — its delights. 

Aline \aside\ Poor cousin . How shall I tell 
him the news ? \Aloud,\ You love the old house very 
much, cousin Gilbert ? 

M. Gilbert. Do 1 love it ! For fifty years it has 
held my heart, my dreams, my aspirations. My life 
itself is here — and.jv« ask me if I love it ? It seems as 
though I had created it in my own image ; as if it 
were a part of my being, and I a part of its very 
walls. 

Aline. So that if you had to leave it 

M. Gilbert [inter ruph'ng\ To leave it ! ! How 
could you think it ! Could I leave so dear a spot, 
made doubly dear by the presence of an old friend 
like your mother, and a darling child like you ? 

Aline [persisting]. But if mamma took a fancy to 
live in a city, and were to sell this house ? 

M. Gilbert [annoyed]. Oh ! come, come, this is 
nonsense. My darling, don*t play these cruel jokes, 
they make me shudder. See [holding out his hand]^ 
you have only said two or three idle words, and yet I 
tremble ! Think, therefore, how I should feel if 
this were true. . .eh ! What ?. . . why do you look 
at me so ?. . .so grieved .?. . .so mysterious .^^ . . . Oh ! 
it is all a joke — is it not 1 [Aline shakes her head,] 
No ! The house is to be sold ? [Aline nods,] No ! 
no ! it is impossible ! How did you hear it ? 
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AHne. Susan came home just now. She heard it 
all. We are to live in Paris. 

M. Gilbert {horror-struck^. And I ? 

Aline. You, dear cousin? oh, that's all settled, 
you'll live with us. We will make you a charming 
little nest, very still and quiet, and furnished just to 
your fancy. 

M. Gilbert \biiterly\. Nests are not built in old 
age. This was my nest, my shelter, my home ! If 
I am torn from it I'll find a hole to hide in. 

Aline \€aressingl}\ You feel so because you have 
never left this house, even for a day. But you'll 
change your mind. Oh ! there is nothing so de- 
lightful as novelty. 

M. Gilbert. Ah ! you don't understand . . . 

Aline {interrupting him with a kiss^ and putting her 
hand over his mouth]. Hush ! hush ! Think of Paris 
and its marvels. Do you count them nothing? 
[Coaxing.] Come, it's all settled, dear old cousin, 
you wi// go with us ? 

M. Gilbert. No, no, a thousand times no/ ,., Oh 
it can't be settled yet! I'll write to your mother. 
She will listen to reason — she will give up this foolish 
sale — this insane whim of a spoiled child 

Aline [pouting]. Ah, now you are cross. I am sorry 
I told you anything about it. Keep calm. I'll tell 
mamma myself that she must give up her charming 
prospects ... I'll try to bear this dreadful prison-life 
. . . Ah, me ! I'll try—that's all. 

M. Gilbert. My dear child, listen to me. 

4|ine. >fo, no ; what's th^ use ? I can resign my« 
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self to die of dullness . . . Good by, cousin. [Turns 
away her head and exit^ /?/?.] 



SCENE IV. 
M. Gilbert, alone. 



M. Oilbert. Aline ! . . . she won't hear me ! But 
my arguments — an old man's wishes — what power 
have they to influence her ? Oh, youth ! youth ! 
smiling, yet cruel ! — which knows no anguish and can 
pity none — I am powerless against you. Her mother 
will yield to these girlish fancies — and // — [Sits down 
at hfi^ and looks sadly about /im.] Old home ! I shall 
see you pass into the hands of strangers. Dear 
walls ! you shall hold me no longer. Friends, friends, 
we are to part ! — but — I will not go far. I will keep 
you within the line of my horizon. I know an attic 
room near by from whence I could see you still. I 
will live there — and watch, day after day, for the 
smoke of the old chimneys in winter — and for the 
glowing windows I loved so well in the summer eve- 
nings. Yes ! yes ! — but all my tender memories in 
every nook and corner within these walls — must I 
part from t/iemj^ And the sweet joy of living with 
two angels, who have given to the old house and 
the old belongings the charm of freshness and 
grace ! All — all is lost — lost forever. [Puts his hands 
be/ore his eyes,] What ! a tear ! . . .When it is all over 
and I am alone — in my garret — what will remain to 
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me — ^but tears. \Rises?[ Oh ! I am weak — this fright- 
ful news, flung into my peaceful life, has convulsed 
me. I must take courage. [ Walks about in agitation,\ 
Come, this is not courage 1 I will be strong. I will 
be hopeful. What the devil! — things are not hopeless 
— they shan't be hopeless. After all, it is only the 
tattle of a servant. Susan is such a gossip. Who 
knows ! I dare say she meant to tease Aline, and 
the silly child believed her — it is so easy to believe 
what the heart wishes ! Bah ! the whole thing is an 
invention. How could I be so easily taken in ? [-4 
rap at the door.] Hey t some one knocked. IQpens 
the door.] Come in. 



SCENE v. 
M. Gilbert — Roger, in traveling dress. 

Roger [rather cavalierly]. Beg pardon. Is Ma- 
dame des Aulnois at home ? 

M. Gilbert [surprised]. She will not be at home 
for several days — but I am her cousin, and if I 

Roger [interrupting], I believe this house is for 
sale.^ 

M. Oilbert [aside — shocked]. It was true! 

Roger. I should like to go over it. 

M. GUbert [aside]. Already ! [Aloud,] Am I in- 
discreet in asking a few questions ? 

Roger. Go on, sir. 

M. GUlbert. First, who informed you so quickly of 
the intentions of the owner ? 
6* 
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Roger. The lawyer of Madame des Aulnots. 

M. Gilbert \niuch mavad]. He is right . . . And your 
name, sir ? 

Roger. Roger. 

M. Gilbert [repeating mechanically], Roger — Roger 
— ah, indeed ! Thank you, and pray pardon me. 
You understand that in so serious a matter some 
precautions are necessary. 

Roger \smiling\. I understand. You are afraid I 
am only here for curiosity. Don't be alarmed — My 
object is bona fide ; and I am very prompt in business 
matters. As soon as the bargain is made, I intend 
to pay the purchase-money into the hands of the 
agent. Now that this is all made clear, I hope you 
will permit me to walk over the house, the offices, 
the garden, and the stables. The first look of the 
place is charming. I admire the general character 
of the house. 

M. GUbert [flattered]. Oh, do you really ! 
[Checks himself]. You are easily pleased — ^for the 
street is dull, and the house inconvenient, and badly 
lighted, and very old-fashioned. 

Roger. So much the better. I hate new houses, 
all built on one pattern ; ten stone-fronts all of a 
row — and the partitions so thin you can hear your 
neighbors sneeze. Give me the good old-fashioned 
walls — strong, massive, fit to inclose a home, and 
lasting for a lifetime. 

M. Gilbert [eagerly]. For centuries — [Checks him- 
self]. But not always. The wall of our orchard 
is crumbling to pieces. As to the garden, it is in a 
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pitiable state — damp, sodden, the trees all covered 
with green moss, weeds in the borders, and the grass 
a field of snails. 

Roger. Ah, charming ! I have always dreamed 
of those old-time gardens ; not cultivated, raked 
and spaded, and filled for three months by some 
florist at so much a bed ; but a true pleasure-ground, 
where, as the light fades, we may fancy the beings 
of a past age gliding through the shrubberies, and 
meeting under the ancient trees. 

VL Gilbert \with emotion^ and comity close to 
Roger\ Ah I yes, yes. . .[-4j/V/^.] He is full of 
good sense and good feeling. [A/oud,] The garden 
may be well enough — ^for those who like it — but the 
house ! My dear sir, you will find it gloomy and 
cold — the stairs are of stone, and the windows have 
miserable little leaded panes, which keep out the 
light, and let in the wind and rain. 

Roger [good - Aumoredfy], Pooh! nonsense ! — 
There's charm in the murmur of the breeze through 
the corridors when we are sitting in a warm chimney 
comer round the glowing logs. 

M. Oilbert [sAaking Ms Aead]. That is all very 
well when the chimneys are good — every one of ours 
smokes. [Aside,] Fine fellow ! his ideas delight — 
but terrify me. What chance have I against him ! 

Roger [aj/>/?]. Singular old man ! A queer way 
of attracting purchasers. [Aloud and latighing.] You 
are very frank, sir. No one can accuse you of over- 
valuing your property. So you hate this house ? 

M. Gilbert [shocked and enihusiasiic] 1 1 I love it 
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with my whole heart ! [Checks himsel/.\ That is to 
say. . . Ah ! I'm too old to play a part — I can't de- 
ceive. My young friend, I will tell you all. You 
have a good heart, and sound sense — you will under- 
stand me. Listen. This ancient house has nurtured 
me ; it has witnessed my childish joys, my youthful 
hopes, my earliest love — my first, my last, my only 
love ! I loved a young relation. I had known her 
from her infancy. I loved her in silence — I dared 
not speak. I saw her day by day, growing into all 
beauty within these walls, beneath those ancient 
trees. I was happy as the days went by. [Pauses^ 
Sighing.] But — ^ah ! timidity is criminal. When, at 
last, I dared to speak, her heart was gone — she was 
betrothed to another. I saw her leave these steps 
one morning with a husband ... I remained behind I 
Here, within these walls, she was still my own. I 
remained ; I have spent my life here — happy, yes 
hap/>y with my thoughts, my memories of her. Fi- 
nally — ^in brief — the owner of this house, Madame 
des Aulnois, came to occupy it with her little daugh- 
ter — a sweet little child, whom we have brought up 
together amid the tender silences of the old home. 
But the child has become a girl — she stands on the 
verge of womanhood — and lo ! there is in her the 
dawn of the emotions which were once my all 1 
Such is life ! Ah ! my bird ! her wings are growing 
— the nest is too narrow for her — she longs to fly. It 
is to please her, that her mother talks of selling the 
house. . .Sell it ! Oh ! — the thought is agony, [jffe 
holds his hands iavoard Roger ^ who grasps /hem,'] Vou 
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understand me ! you feel for me ! you know and re- 
spect the memories of the past. You spoke just now 
with reverence for old and venerable things. You 
will pity my trouble — and help me to escape it ? 

Roger. I desire nothing better — but how ? If I 
were to resign the purchase the house would still be 
for sale. 

M. GUbert \sadly\ Ah ! true— true. 

Roger. It is not the purchasers you must manage ; 
it is Mademoiselle des Aulnois. 

M. Gilbert. Aline ! Yes, you are right. But, how 
can I do it ? I have tried already, and — failed. \Re' 
fleets^ There is sl way, however — perhaps you will 
laugh at it — plead my cause with her. 

Roger. I, how could I ? What influence should I 
have ? 

M. Gilbert. The influence of youth. I am old, 
and alas ! alas ! it is like that influences like. She 
thinks me an old fogy — she can see none of my 
thoughts or meanings — but you are young ; she may 
listen to you, she may be touched — if you are only 
eloquent — as you can be. 

Roger. Ah ! but can 1? I have lived half my 
life at sea — I don't know how to talk to young . 
ladies. 

M. Gilbert. Well, first your wish to purchase the 
house will serve as an introduction. Then, gently 
and insinuatingly, you must say to her all that you 
said to me just now. And, oh ! you will say it even 
better than you did before — / know that. Do this 
for me, and receive the grateful blessing of an old 
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man. [Tak^s him by both hands ^ I hear her coming. 
Here she is — I will present you. 



SCENE VI. 
The same — Aline. 



\She enters le/t^ and stops surprised on seeing a 
stranger^ 

M. Gilbert. Dear Aline, your wishes are fulfilled. 
Here is a purchaser for the old home. [Presents 
Roger, ^ M. Roger. {Aside to A tine.] He wishes to look 
over the house. I've not the heart to go with him ; 
will you go, and spare me the sad office ? [Aloud to 
Roger.] I leave you with Mademoiselle des Aulnois. 
She will be a better guide than I could be. [Aside 
to Roger,] Now, be firm, be persuasive — or my old 
age must sink to grief and desolation. I'll wait for 
you in the orchard. [Goes out by garden door. Aline 
/otlaws him to the threshold,] 



SCENE VII. 
Roger — Aline. 



Roger [glancing furtively at Aline while she follows 
M. Gilbert]. She is lovely indeed ! I am touched 
and moved before I even speak to her. 
[ When M. Gilbert goes out^ Aline returns slowly to the 
fronty glancing quickly at the new-comer.] 
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Aline \aside\. He is not handsome; but he 
looks sincere and frank. 

\She comes nearer to Roger — tfuy look at each other 
as if each expected the other to speak first. ^ 

Aline [smiling, to Roger], Would you rather see 
the house, or the garden, first ? 

Roger. I will glance at the garden — ^just for form's 
sake — for the truth is, I am — charmed — and my 
mind is made up. 

Aline. Then it is you who wish to live here ? 

Roger. Yes, mademoiselle, I — myself — with my 
dog, and my books. 

Aline [itnth naive pity]. Ah ! so young ! 

Roger [with a comic air of resignation]. Only thirty 
years old ! It is too early to become an actual her- 
mit. But I long for the country ; the flimsy, rest- 
less life of a great city bores me. Sometimes, as I 
return to Paris in beautiful autumn weather, I look 
out from the windows of the railway carriage, and 
see some fine old house — ^like this — on the outskirts 
of a country town ; and as it flits away and disap- 
pears behind its ancient poplar trees, I watch the 
blue smoke curling upward from its mossy roof, I 
catch the last glint of its vine-embowered windows, 
and I say to myself : Oh, if there is such a thing in 
life as pure romance, it is there that I must look for it. 

Aline \slowly]. And you think you will find ro- 
mance in coming to live here ? 

Roger. I am sure of it. 

Aline \lai^hing\ Ah, my conscience won't al- 
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low me to let you think so. I know better. I live 
here, and I know too well there is no romance — only 
weary dullness. 

Roger \aside\. What a sweet voice ! What a 
charming, ingenuous manner ! \Aloud\ That is be- 
cause you have no patience, mademoiselle. The 
lark sings in the fields — not in the cities — I will 
prove it to you, if — I — may. 

AUne \apart\ How original he is ! \Aloud\ Tell 
me. I am listening. \She leans against the hack of 
a chair and looks up at Roger ^ 

Roger [looking at her with frank admiratianl. 
Well, I will give you an example . . . You, yourself — 
if you will permit it. You are very lovely . . . 
[ confused \ Ah ! no ! I- 



Roger [continuing]. You were seventeen last April. 

Aline [astonished]. That is true.. . How did you 
know it > 

Roger [coming a little nearer], I read it in your 
violet eyes — the violets bloom in April . . . With your 
youth, and your beauty, it cannot be that you have 
never thought of marriage ... of a marriage where 
. . . Love is king ? 

Aline [aside and agitated]. Oh ! what is he going 
to say ! [Aloud,] It is getting late — ought we not to 
see the garden ? 

Roger. Listen to me one moment longer. Has 
the first word of love alarmed you ? . . . yet the whole 
life of a young girl is but the dawn of love. Tell 
me, has the thought of a betrothal never stirred 
your heart with soft emotion ? . . . Have you never 
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dreamed of a moment — a moment fraught with all 
the mystery of life . . . the moment of your first meet- 
ing with the one you are to love . . . the one who . . . 
loves . . . you ? Well, in a great city the first sacri- 
fice you will have to make is the sacrifice of such 
emotion. 

Aline. Why? 

Roger. Because in the great world fashion and 
conventionality have robbed marriage of its mystery 
and its poetry. All is ticketed and taxed like a 
railway journey : the wedding gifts are ordered by 
the bushel : the wedding dress must be in the latest 
style. Everything is commonplace —from the gap- 
ing crowd in the church to the suite of rooms at a 
hotel where the honeymoon is passed. Husband and 
wife, as yet scarcely known to each other, are flung 
together amid the commonest and vulgarest scenes 
of every-day life . . . the sweet fragrance of early love 
... so pure ... so fresh ... so evanescent — can it live 
in such an atmosphere ?. . . But here ... ah ! here !. . . 

Aline. \regretfully\ What you say is all so sad — 
so very sad. Still, you don't know how dull and 
monotonous a country life is . . . No, indeed you don't. 
We pine in solitude, and dry up at the roots, like 
plants in the depths of a forest. 

Roger. Oh ! you are mistaken. While the wild 
flower is only in its bud, the breeze, the sky, the sun 
are its sole companions ; but when, on a bright sum- 
•mer's morning, the bud opens into a flower, see how 
the bees and the butterflies come murmuring around 
it ! Whence do they come ? Why do they come ? 
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This venerable homestead . . . how few people have 
known of it. . .the grass grows in its alleys, as you 
say. But lo ! a young girl opens into womanhood, 
and those . . . whp . . . would love her — come to her 
. . . the romance of which I told you has begun. Do 
you know the story of the Sleeping Beauty ? 

Aline \smiling\. I can guess what you mean ! This 
old house is the palace of the princess. . .but — \sigh' 
ing\ — alas 1 where is the prince ! \She moves aivay, 
and sits on the so/a,] 

Roger. Ah ! who knows ! Perhaps you will hear 
him at the door. . . when you least expect him. Some 
lovely evening. . . like tAis ... an unknown young man 
may arrive . . . 

Aline [thoughtlessly^ Just as you have done ! 

Roger [continuing]. And will sit beside you. [Sils 
beside Aline,] And will look out . . . with you . . . upon 
this sweet old garden, and naturally as the flowers 
bloom, he will speak to you of \o\q ,. .[Takes her 
hand,] 

Aline [making a movement to rise]. Oh ! but I shall 
not listen to him. 

Roger [holding her gently down^. Why not ? You 
are listening to me. 

Aline. You ! but that is very different — you have 
come to buy the house. 

Roger [aside]. She is angelic! [Aloud.] I don't 
know why I came . . . There's a gulf between the mo- 
ment when I entered the house, and this moment . . .• 
and my heart has crossed it ! . . . What I am now — 
what I /eel now, . . why should I tell you if you have 
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not guessed it ? . . . Dear, innocent girl ... I love you 
. . . \Tries to take her hand, but Alim escapes quickly and 
goes aver to 1eft\ 

Aline \with a voice 0/ emoiion\. What are you say- 
ing ! . . . Leave me . . . leave me . . . 

Roger \in a supplicating ione\. Mademoiselle Aline! 

Aline. No ! not a word ! if you will not leave the 
room, I shall leave it. \Makes a movement to go out 
left.\ 

Roger. No, no ! it is my place to go . . . since I 
have displeased you. Adieu, mademoiselle ... I 
%o.,\lingers a moment], but — [passionately], I love 
you. [Goes out by door at bottom of stage,] 



SCENE VIIL 
Aline, alone. 



[She walks about agitated ; stops sometimes to listen, 
then goes and sits by the windozv.] 

Aline. I am choking ! It was too much ! Who 
could have believed it ? He seemed so dignified — so 
reserved — so sensible — so true a gentleman. Was 
it a wager ? ... or a joke ? No, he was serious — and 
his voice trembled, when he said, " I love you." I 
— ^love — you . . . and his hand pressed mine ! Oh ! 
how shocking ! . . . but . . . why am I not more angry ? 
I am ashamed that I am not angry. I ought to have 
answered him severely — yes, severely. But . . . there 
was something . . . there was a charm in his words and 
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manner which fascinated me. What must he think of 
me ! . . . And I ! ... oh ! what am I thinking of now ? 
. . . Something . . . unknown . . . fills my heart ! Oh! I 
am frightened — my hands are cold — my cheeks 
bum . . . \AIcves about to distract her thoughts^ How 
lovely the evening is ! How sweet the flowers smell ! 
My heart is lifted up ! I am filled with life — and 
hope ! . . .Oh ! oh ! I cannot keep from crying ! 
[Hides her /ace in her hands and breaks dawn completely, \ 



SCENE IX, 
Aline — Roger. 



[The daylight is fading. Roger softly opens the door 
at back of stage, and takes one or two steps into the 
room.] 

Roger. I have lost myself in the old place. I 
can't find either the orchard or the old gentleman. 
I dare say he has come in again. [Sees A line \. Ah ! 
she is still here ... in trouble . . . her pure heart 
shrinks from what I said just now . . . and she is 
grieving ! Dear child ! I was too rough with so 
sweet a flower ! Dare 1, ,.can I console her ? 
[He shuts the door with a slight noise ^ Aline lifts her 
head^ sees him^ and shrinks back.] 

Aline. What is this ? why have you returned ? 

Roger. Fear nothing, mademoiselle, I am search- 
ing for M. Gilbert, who intrusted me with a com- 
mission. But since I am here ... let me tell you how 
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I regret having displeased you . . . these ancient walls 
had a tender charm which . . . inveigled me . . . 

Aline. Ah I your excuses increase my . . . my trou- 
ble. I ought not to have allowed you to go so far. 
I ought to have stopped you at once . . . but . . . I . . . 
dared not. 

Roger [gen/fy]. You were not afraid of me ? 

Aline. Afraid ? oh no ! But your look ... so frank, 
so dignified ... had made me trust you — I said to 
myself, nothing false or bad can come from him . . . 
and ... I listened to you . . . 

Roger. And you were right. If my admiration 
forced itself too warmly from my lips it was not be- 
cause my respect — my reverence — was wanting. 
Believe this, and . . . forgive me. [Ife appears about 
to leave her,] And now I bid you farewell. 

Aline. Farewell. 

Roger [no/ moving]. Good night, mademoiselle. 
[TAe)^ remain a moment^ face to face^ motionless and 
silent. \ 

Aline \timidly\ And the commission ... which 
my cousin gave you ? 

Roger. I had forgotten it. But you can help me 
to repair my neglect. Your cousin, who adores the 
house, is wretched at the thought of leaving it. I 
saw this at once, and I have not only given up my 
intention of buying it, but I have promised him I 
would persuade you not to sell it. 

Aline. Poor cousin 1 Well, he shall be happy . . . 
you will think me capricious . . . but I fancy . . . now 
. . . that I can reconcile myself to live in the old home. 
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Roger. Is this true? Then you will make the 
good old man happy indeed — it will bring a blessing 
on your own dear head. 



SCENE X. 

The same — M. Gilbert. 
[The laller enters unperceivcd through ihe garden door,'\ 

M. OUbert [apart], I was in perfect misery ; I 
could wait no longer : where can the young fellow 
be! [Sees them,] Why there he is — still with 
Aline ! 

Aline [thought/utly], I find in the old surround- 
ings a charm that I did not know they had— the old 
house seems brighter — the garden sweeter. 

M. Oilbert [axide and wondering]. What is she 
saying ? If I could only listen without being seen ! 
[Sttps behind the screen.] 

Roger [smiling softly to Aline], And what good 
fairy has wrought the miracle ? 

M. Oilbert [sitting daivn behind the screen^ aside]. 
There, I can listen at my ease. My heart beats as 
if I were a lad. 

Roger [to Aline], You do not answer me. 

Aline [a/ter a moment's pause]. Because I do not 
know how to explain what is passing through my 
mind. It is all so confused. I seem to have waked 
into another world. This morning I was weary and 
indifferent in the midst of the old, familiar, silent ob- 
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jects. To-night, they have a voice. . .they speak to 
me — I notice them — I listen to them. . .Is ii a, fairy 
tale ? I see the shadows of the lindens ... I smell the 
sweetness of the flowers ... I hear the birds at their 
evening song. . .1 feel it all. . .and I — I love — it ! 

M. Gilbert [ax/i/i?]. How I long to kiss her. 

Roger [aj/l/<?]. Enchanting child ! [A/oud,] And 
you are sure that before this evening these charms 
had never struck you ? 

AUne. Oh, yes ! I am very, very sure. While you 
were speaking the thought dawned upon me, **Ile is 
rights My eyes were opened. . . [ With less reserve,'] 
Perhaps I am wrong to say all this to you . . . but I 
can't deceive 

Roger [ardently]. Ah ! say more ! say more ! Let 
your heart speak — do not bind yourself by the false 
ideas which forbid a young girl to speak or to feel 
honestly. [He lakes fur hand and leads her to the win- 
dow\. See ! the moon rises. . .the lilies shine in its 
silvery light . . . they unfold their white petals, and 
give forth their fragrance to the breeze ... let your 
youth and loveliness blossom and unfold like theirs ! 

M. Gilbert [wiping his eyes]. Fine fellow ! he 
brings the tears to my eyes. 

Aline [looking to the garden]. The moonlight makes 
all things beautiful. It gives a mysterious charm 
even to the old orchard ! 

Roger. Yes ! the charm that clings to all that is 
venerable. Beneath the ashes of the past live the 
undying hopes and joys of those who have gone be- 
fore ; — bequeathed, by the men and women who 
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once lived and loved, to all lovers who come after 
them. Springs may come and go— lilies may bloom 
and fade — but the one thing which lives for ever 
within the sanctity of these ancient walls is — Love ! 

AUne [^o/y/y]. Yes — and to-night I know it — I 
love it — all. 

Roger [clasping her hand\ You love it — ^all — ah ! 
but is that all? . . . [A line, troubled^ looks daivn and is 
silenl.l Dearest . . . beloved ! . . . my heart, my life 
are yours — can you not love me/ Listen. I am 
alone in the world, I am able to live how and where 
I choose. Give me a word of hope ! Let me pass 
my life with yours, in the dear old home ! . . . 

Aline. Y6u ask me for a word of hope, but oh ! 
how can I . . . give it ! ... I am alone . . . [then al- 
most with a cry] Mother ! 

Roger. Do not weep ! She will be here to-night. 
I have much to tell you ; much to explain. Let me 
open my heart to you, and tell you my history. 
Come, let us talk together under the trees, and be- 
side the flowers. [ Tries to draw her to the garden door.] 
Come ! see how softly the moon lights up the paths. 

Aline [following^ then pausing]. Oh, I am afraid 
... is it not too late ? 

Roger [tenderly], I entreat you, come ! And besides, 
did you not promise to show me the garden ? 
[They disappear.] 
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SCENE XL 

M. Gilbert, alone. 

\He comes out of his hiding-place beaming wilhjoy^ 

M. Gilbert. The dear children ! I am beside my- 
self with joy and tenderness. Heaven sent that 
young fellow here I I have shed the sweetest tears 
of all my life ! And Aline ! What simple grace 
and truth 1 As she spoke, my youth flowed back 
upon me, and I seemed to hear . . . her mother I 
Ah ! he said truly that these walls were teeming 
with the tenderness and love of other days ... I know 
it well . . . and the shadow ... no, the halo of that love 
is in the air . . . it falls on them ! [ Walks quickly aSoul,] 
My heart is full of joy I There is a youth. . .ah ! yes, 
a youth for old age ! 



SCENE XI L 
M. Gilbert — Susan. 



\She enters left^ not seeing M. Gilbert^ 

Susan. Where in the world are they ? Here's nine 
o'clock by the bells, and not a soul at home. \Sees M, 
Gilbert,'] Well, well, here you are ! the supper is cold, 
and everything waiting. Where's mademoiselle ? 

M. Qilbert [coming close to Susan with a mysterious 
air]. Hush ! She is in the garden. 

Susan. In the garden ! at this time of night. She'll 
get her death of cold. [Calling.] Mademoiselle! 

7 
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M. Gilbert \still mysierious]. Stop ! Hush ! — 
\Bursting ou/,] Oh, Susan, I am so happy 1 

Susan. Happy ? Are you ? Well, I shouldn't 
have thought it after what Mam*selle Aline told you. 
You take the sale of the old home rather quietly ! 

M. Oilbert The sale ? Pooh ! WeVe got far 
beyond that. A great deal has happened ... A 
young man has come . . . 

Susan. To stop the sale ? 

M. Oilbert No, to buy the house. 

Susan. I don't understand. 

M. GUbert He came to look at it, but / was 
there — I and Aline. He has seen her — he admires 
her — he adores her. 

Susan. What ? the house ? 

M. Gilbert [more and more exhilaraied\. No, no — 
Aline. He loves her. She loves him — they love each 
other ! I brought it all about. No more selling the 
house ; no more partings from the old home — no 
more tears. Peace, hope, joy, and — a wedding. 
See, they are in the garden. 

Susan [astounded]. You didn't let them go alone ? 

M. GUbert [rather con/used]. The fact is they 
never asked my permission. 

Susan. Gracious goodness ! You are a pretty man 
to be left in charge. What will madame say ? 

M. Gilbert. Now, don't worry. He is a fine young 
fellow — the heart of a man, and the manners of a 
gentleman. It's an excellent match — and, between 
ourselves, I believe he is very rich. 

Susan [impatiently]. What mischief you've done ! 
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If he were as brave as a prince, and as rich as a 
nabob it won't do— he comes too late — Madame has 
got some one else in her eye for mademoiselle. 

M. Gilbert. Some one else ! 

Snsan. Yes ! and it's all arranged. Madame has 
passed her word. His name is Monsieur de Br^teuil. 
I saw him in Paris with my own two eyes— and a 
very good-looking young man he is. A pretty ket- 
tle of fish you've got yourself into 1 Madame will be 
furious with you. 

M. Oilbert {dropping inio a chair\ Susan ! This 
is worse than all the rest. I am lost. I can 
never face Madame des Aulnois. I must go. My 
dear beloved home ! the struggle has come again ; 
I must leave you ; I must bid you farewell forever ; 
my last hope is gone . . . And those poor, dear, loving 
children ! oh, it is hard — it is cruel . . . what can be 
done ? 

Snsan. Done, indeed ! a pretty question ! Why ! 
separate them. \Goes toward the window.^ 

M. Qilbert Yes, you are right. But \wiih dtgnily] 
come back, Susan ; it is not for you to do it ; I will do 
it myself . . . [Glances round the room,] Ah, my fresh 
hopes ... my second youth . . . what a bitter end I 
[Alines voice is heard singing a few bars of Home, 
Sweet Home, M, Gilbert listens a moment^ then sinks 
into a chair near the screen and covers his face with his 
hands — Susan stands near him to left,] 
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SCENE XIII 

The same — Aline — Roger. 
[Enter together^ 

Aline. We have talked of many things ; but you 
have not told me what I shall say to mamma . . . 
\Susan peeps round the side of the screen ; at the sound 
of her voice Aline and Roger siart^ and come forward^ 

Susan. Why ! Good gracious ! Monsieur 1 [shak- 
ing M. Gilherty^W. is he! 

M. OUbert [bewildered]. He ! Who ? 

Susan. Why, Monsieur de Br^teuil ... the gentle- 
man for Mademoiselle Aline. 

Aline. What is she saying ? 

M. Gilbert. What is all this? Is he?... Are 
you ! ... oh, young man ! what conflicting emotions 
you have caused me in a few short hours ! You told 
me your name was Roger ? 

Roger. Roger de Br^teuil. [To Aline,] This is 
the explanation I was about to give you when Susan 
interrupted us. Madame des Aulnois, whom I have 
known in Paris, was good enough to think me worthy 
to become her son-in-law. I felt the honor . . . but 
I am somewhat . . . fanciful. I wished to see the 
young lady before it could be known that I pre- 
tended to her hand. I longed to woo her ... to 
win her unbiassed consent ... I spoke of my project 
to Madame des Aulnois, and she smiled upon it. I 
seized the occasion of the house being for sale — and 
I came ... in time to console M. Gilbert, and to 
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plead the cause of the Old Homestead with Made- 
moiselle Aline. \To Aline^ tenderly ^^ Have I suc- 
ceeded 

M. Gilbert \kissing Aline on the forehead\ Ah I 
my darling ! Antiquity is a good thing. There's 
nothing like an old tree to build a nest in . . .ask the 
birds; and there's nothing like an old house to 
make love in . . . ask Roger. 

[Curtain falls,'] 
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BY E. D'HERVILLY. 



CHARACTERS. 

Mrs. Spoon. 

Mr. de Honduras. 

Servant. 

Scene — A drawing-room — London, 



SCENE I, 
Mrs. Spoon. 



[Enier Mrs, Spoon in full ball-dress — speaks^ as if 
to somebody behind scenes^ Theodora, you under- 
stand, do you not, that the carriage is to be here at 
ten o'clock ? {Looks ai clock.] Half-past nine. I shall 
have time to pass myself in review, as poor Colonel 
Spoon used to say. [Before glass,] Steady! not bad — 
and modesty itself. I shall have to follow rigidly the 
programme laid down by my dear Jemima. She 
begged me to appear at her ball this evening, simply 
dressed, that I might not dazzle the eyes of her un- 
fashionable friends ; so I have been obliged to take a 
reef in my sails, as Colonel Spoon used to say. Never 

ISO 



THE SOUP TUREEN, 151 

mind, I make rather a nice-looking widow yet, and 
could he see me even in this simple but tasteful ball- 
dress, I am sure my poor husband would say, " Sol- 
dier, I am satisfied with you." Poor Colonel Spoon ! 
Ah ! what a cruel fate it is, that takes away your 
husband in the flower of your. . .age. The Colonel 
took cold, a few months after our marriage, in re- 
turning one evening from his club. It was nothing 
at first, but science took hold of it. The faculty 
soon passed sentence upon him. At last, one morn- 
ing he took a dose, and a few minutes afterwards 
medical science was satisfied. {After a monieni 0/ pen- 
sive thought^ she draws aside the window curtains^ and 
looks into the darkness outside. ] Still raining ! What 
a horrid winter ! Dark as pitch ! Not a star to be 
seen ! As Theodora, my maid, says, one would really 
think that the poverty-stricken angels had pawned 
the stars, this month. \Laughs,^ I'm thinking of 
that imbecile, that queer good-natured little fellow, 
with the eyes of a pelican sacrificing itself for its 
young — that man whom I've been continually meet- 
ing in the streets for the last week. I declare, I 
should be perfectly happy if he got the whole or 
even a part of this tremendous shower on his noble 
shoulders ! That would cool down his ardor, I 
should think. \A knock, LJ^ Well, what is it? {Enter 
Servant, with waiter. \ I told you I wanted the car- 
riage at ten o'clock ! 

Servant. I beg your pardon, madam, but a gentle- 
man wishes to speak with you on urgent business. 

BCn. Spoon. But I gave orders that I was engaged. 
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Servant. I told him SO, but he begged me to give 
you this card. [Gives card.] 

Mrs. Spoon [reading card], " Wilfrid de Hondu- 
ras." Honduras ! I don't know Honduras ! Let 
me see ! Yes ! now I come to think of it, I'm 
sure I have seen the name in the newspaper. Hon- 
duras ! Oh ! now I know ! It's that foreigner — it's 
that South American who — that's it— a famous bric- 
a-brac hunter. What can he want of me ? Suppose 
I send him back to his bric-a-brac ? " Most urgent 
business ! " Oh, well, Joseph, show him in. [Aside,] 
Didn't Eve admit that the serpent came to see her 
— out of curiosity ? [Exit Servant, She sits down and 
seems lost in thought,] De Honduras ! I have never 
even asked what this inhabitant of the New World 
looked like ! What a singular visit ! What on earth 
can I have to do with an ex-Indian who buys old 
cracked china at auction ? 



SCENE II, 

Mrs. Spoon — De Honduras. 
[Enter De Honduras in evening dress,] 

De Honduras. Madame. 

BSrs. Spoon [with a little scream of surprise]. Ah ! 
[Aside,] The man with the eyes of a devoted pelican. 
This is too much ! \ Aloud, pointing to the door, 
angrily.] I beg, sir, that 

De Honduras [aside]. She recognizes me. [Aloud,] 
Have pity, madame 
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Mm. Spoon. Go, sir — or you will compel an unpro- 
tected woman to use the stronger means th^t a touch 
of this bell will call to her aid. 

De Honduras. Listen to me, madame — only one 
word. In the name of all that you hold most dear ! 
In the name of your collection ! One word ! 

BSn. Spoon [aside^ while De H,^ drawn by irre* 
sistible curiosity^ stealthily examines the ornaments about 
the room]. The man is crazy ! and yet there's 
nothing very alarming about him. He is well enough 
dressed. The carriage has not come — ^but, still . . . 
Joseph is on the watch. Well, let him speak. 
[Aloud.] Sir, you have entered a private house 
at night ; but as you did not break in, you may 
speak. I will listen to you. 

De Honduras. Madame, I shall not attempt to give 
you a complete picture of my horrible position ; I 
shall give a simple sketch — a mere outline. 

Blrs. Spoon [pointing to chair]. Profit by your 
victory, sir ; sit down. 

De Honduras [bo7VS and sits\ To begin, then, I 
am that miserable being — that unknown intruder — 
that wandering Christian — who for the last week has 
thrown himself in your path — as disagreeable, per- 
haps, as orange-peel, but surely not so dangerous. 

Mrs. Spoon \dryly\ To the point, if you please. 

De Honduras. The unrelieved contempt you show 
for one of the most respectful of men, madame, 
will, I am sure, be softened, when you learn that my 
motive in calling upon you is entirely proper. Yes, 
madame, the sky of June is not purer than the 

7* 
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depths of my heart. My name is Wilfrid de Hondu- 
ras 

BSn. Spoon. I know it. If I may believe the best 
reports, you are a mad collector of china. 

!>• HoiuluraM \interrMpiir^\, Why ! I have never 
bitten any one 

Mm. Spooa \sneerit^ly\. Ah ! I remember, now. 
It was you who paid five hundred pounds for a mus- 
tard pot — an old Marseille 

De Hondaras. The mustard is perhaps a slight ex- 
aggeration ; but I certainly did give five hundred 
pounds for the jar — to whatever uses it may once 
have been forced to submit. 

Mn. Spoon. I beg, sir, that you will come to the 
point. 

De Honduras. Very well, madame, shall I tear aside 
the veil still further ? 

Mm. Spoon. Tear, sir, but tear quickly. 

De Honduras \riscs\ Well, then, the event took 
place in London. It was on a beautiful day of last 
month, about noon. It rained, but only in torrents. 
I was at an auction sale of old china, which had been 
collected by an ardent lover of such things — Mr. 
Montague. I bid for a superb soup tureen — a most 
exquisite thing — nearly two hundred years old— ^for 
it dated from the time when Louis XIV., after having 
sent his silver service to the Mint, " was consider- 
ing whether he should not take to china," accord- 
ing to Saint Simon. Oh 1 what a tureen ! Madame, 
the festoons and fillets, the mantlings and foliage 
with which it was ornamented, would have rejoiced 
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the heart of Bernard de Palissy himself. Moreover, 
it was covered with armorial bearings, a thing that is 
most unusual ! 

Mrs. Spoon \aside\ He really is stark mad ! 
\Al0ud^ Let us be serious, sir. 

De Hoadunui. I am as serious as Pluto himself ; 
but to be brief. This tureen was knocked down to 
me for ;^ 1, 7 20 and some pence, which I shall not 
trouble you by mentioning. 

Mm. Spoon \laughiT^\ Thank you, thank you ! 

De Honduraui [sadly]. And this tureen ; this dream 
of my youth ; this consolation of my riper years ; 
tills tureen had been bereaved of its cover — widowed, 
madame } 

Mn. Spoon [^o/dfy], A most heart-rending story ; 
but I can do nothing to help it ; and, as I suppose, 
sir, that all this is the result of a wager, I will 
acknowledge that you have won. \Poinis to the 
door,] 

De Honduras. Would you drive me away, most 
cruel of your sex ? 

Mn. Spoon [a»gn'fy}. Good heavens \ I've not 
got your cover ! 

De Honduras. A terrible mistake, madame, terrible I 

Mrs. Spoon. What do you mean ? 

De Honduras [quickly]. Not a word — I know all ! 
The cover is here ! You bought it a month ago, at 
our friend Chapman's, the china merchant's, as a 
hanging vase for your conservatory. Am I not 
right? That cover — ^if it has been correctly de- 
scribed to me — ^that cover, madame, is mine ! Chap- 
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man did not know your name or your address, but 
one day, when I was in his shop, you passed by, and 
he exclaimed, " There she is! the lady with the cover!" 
With the fleetness and accuracy of the chamois I 
followed your footsteps over streets and bridges. But, 
alas ! like the chimera of the poet, you eluded me 
for a whole week, vanishing into all sorts of shops 
each time that I hoped to reach you and to implore 
you to sell me your cover, at no matter what price. 
At last, I have found where you live, and I appear 
before you, as urgent and pale as the ghost of the 
Commendatore. 

BSrs. Bpoon. This is clearly an advanced stage of 
insanity I 

De Honduras \violently\ Ah, madame, it is evident 
that you do not collect ! You do not know this devour- 
ing passion ! While we are searching for a missing 
piece, we feel in us the blood of the Indian tracking 
his enemy along the war-path, to take his scalp and 
hang it proudly at the door of his wigwaiQ ! and I 
have sworn to get your cover ! A tureen without 
its cover is like the solitary pahn that sighs as the 
wind passes it by ; like Paul, two thousand leagues 
from his Virginia ; like one of the Siamese twins 
separated from his brother ; like a Laplander de- 
prived of his reindeer. In heaven's name, madame, 
sell me your cover ! 

Mrs. Spoon \aside^ looking alartned\, I am horribly 
frightened. \Aloud!\ One moment ! [JRings ; enter 
Servan/]. Bring me the hanging flower- vase that is 
in the green-house. [£xit Servant.] 
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De Hondunui. Oh ! is it possible [with great delight] 
you consent ? 

Mn. Spoon. To give up this cover ? Certainly. 

De Bondurafl. Certainly, you say ? Ah ! how en- 
chanting that adverb sounds to my ears. Words fail 
me to express the pleasure I 

BSrs. Spoon« Do not try, I beg ! 

De Hondunui. I obey. But at least, madame, tell 
me the price you set on this rare article ? 

BAn. Spoon. Oh, I set no price. I will give it to 
you. 

De Honduras. You give me — a real Rouen? A 
— ^you — [with sudden suspicion] — but perhaps the 
enamel is scratched ? Some hidden flaw ? 

Mn. Spoon. No, the piece is perfect. [N^(?ise heard 
of broken china,] At least it was perfect a minute 
ago, but now, alas, I fear 

De Honduras. Heavens ! What do I hear ? What a 
blow ? My — ^your — in fact our cover — I feel very 
ill, madame — I — ^real Rouen — come — I — ^broken into 
a thousand pieces — ^ah ! ah ! ^Faints], 

TMxn.Bpoon]^ fairly stupefied]* Good heavens! This 
caps the climax ! Sir, sir ! Oh ! what a fearful ad- 
venture. Sir, I implore you to come to life again ! 
This is perfectly horrible ! And if he should die 
here ! Sir ! A corpse with me at this time of night 
[groTving more and more excited], and when there's 
so little room, too. Sir ! This is a most irregular 
proceeding, sir ! I'll try slapping his hands ! [Ad- 
ministers this ancient and honorcible remedy,] Sir ! 
Dear Mr. de Honduras, revive once more ! For 
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heaven's sake ! And the ball 1 Oh, dear, the ball ! 
What shall I do ? and I can't unlace him either ! 
Ah ! at such a critical moment how useful the 
Colonel would have been 1 \pe H, makes a move- 
men^] There ! He is coming to life ! Saved ! 

X>e Hondunui [opfm'f^ Ms ^s]> Where am I ? 
Oh ! it is you, madame ! What has happened ? Oh ! 
I recollect I The cover ! [SAmus signs of renewed 
fainhuss^ 

Mrs. Spoon \^rmed\. Heavens ! is he going to 
faint again ? Sir 

De HoBdarM. It*s over — I feel better. Thanl^ — 

BAn. Spoon. Do you resdly feel better ? Would 
you like a glass of water ? 

Do Honduras. Thank you, I should. \Scomftdly 
examines the tumbler that she brings, and mutters^ 
" Imitation Venetian !" /A^w ^/jrrVftfef.] Ah! now I 
feel completely — repaired. What excuse can I 
make to you, madame ? But you see my nervous 
system has become so frightfully sensitive since-^ 
\He takes his hat and is going,] 

Mrs. Spoon [with an air of curiosity], Smce 
when ? 

DeHondtmuL Since the breaking of an engage- 
ment which promised to overwhelm me with happi- 
ness. 

Mrs. Spoon. I am sorry to have been the innocent 
cause 

DeHonduraB [sitting]. How kind you are! It 
would be a great relief to my feelings, if you would 
let me give you a few confidential details of my Itfe. 
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Mrs. Spoon [aj/i/?]. This is too much. The man 
takes too much advantage of his condition. The 
ball ! the ball ! [AioudJ] I am very sorry, but I have 
an engagement. 

De Honduras. Two words will suffice. My story 
is simple. Several years ago, I was made most 
happy 

Mrs. Spoon. I am very sorry, sir — I regret ex- 
tremely — but I cannot wait any longer. A ball, 
given to celebrate the wedding 

De Honduras. A wedding was just what I was com- 
ing to ; mine, by-the-by ; but which never took 
place, for the young lady who was ripening for me 
upon the family tree — if I may be allowed the 
simile 



Mrs. Spoon. Really, sir 

De Honduras. In short, Miss Morville, although 
she was not acquainted with me 

Mrs. Spoon [aside]. Who did he say .> Miss Mor- 
ville ! [A/oud,] Did you say Miss Morville ? 

De Honduras. Yes, madame — I was going to marry 
that young lady. Our witnesses — our parents, I 
mean — had arranged it for us. But before I could 
throw myself at her feet, breathing the tenderest 
expressions of affection, the dear, capricious child 
had given her white and precious hand to a rich 
foreigner 

Mrs. Spoon. To a foreigner? [i^j/i/?.] How 
strange ! [Aloud,] Poor Mr. de Honduras ! 

De Honduras. Say rather, poor Mr. de Stromberg, 
for Honduras is a fictitious name — I adopted it fof 
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the sake of guarding the strictest incognito in my 
relations with the agents of the auction rooms. Yes, 
madame, I am the unfortunate Hector de Strom- 
berg. 

Mn. Spoon [aside]. Can it be possible that this 
is the young man ! Why, he was the Colonel's un- 
known rival ! he whom I refused to marry — What a 
coincidence ! 

De Hondunui. I do not blame Miss Morville. She 
did not know me, I had never seen her. There- 
fore there was nothing heart-breaking, to her at least, 
in the rupture of our engagement,. As for me, I had 
built upon this marriage — a whole castle in the air. 
Ah ! I was sadly deceived. 

Mrs. Spoon [aside]. Poor fellow ! [Aloud], How 
you must hate this treacherous girl ! 

De Honduras. I have treasured no bitter feeling 
towards her. But her refusal of me, without motive, 
gave me such a blow as struck to the. depths of 
my soul ! This is why I have plunged into the 
ceramic art in the flower of my years ! 

Mn. Spoon [aside]. The Colonel himself, had 
he been in this young man's place, would not have 
grieved more for me, I am convinced. [Aloud,] 
Into the ceramic art, did you say ? 

De Honduras. Yes, madame — and up to my neck 
in it — and by so doing, I have been able to preserve 
my deep respect for the sex of which I considered 
Miss Morville — until I had the pleasure of meeting 
you, madame — the choicest specimen. At least, I 
said to myself, I shall never be able to say of woman 
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what Hamlet thought of them. In all my sorrows 
I will say only, " Frailty, thy name is — china." 

Mn. Bpoon. And you are still — ^unmarried ? 

De Hottdnnui. As Paris, the shepherd 

Mn. Spoon. Ah ! then perhaps, in spite of your 
grief, you liave distributed a few apples here and 
there ? 

Z>e Hon^nrafl. Seldom, madame, I assure you. 
Paris, in every respect, is far from Mount Ida. 

BAn. Spoon. I beg your pardon. Excuse my want 
of tact. Have you never heard of Miss Morville 
since? 

Z>e Hondnras. Never ! The rich foreigner she 
preferred to me, is, I am told, a colonel in the Amer- 
ican militia — his name, I think, is — Fork. 

Mn, Spoon \laughit^\ You are mistaken. His 
name was Spoon. 

DeHondurafl \carelessly\, I beg pardon — Ah! 
the worthy Yankee's name is Spoon, eh ? 

BAn. Spoon \at^rily\ Respect the memory of 
my husbandy sir ! 

DeHondnnui {suddenly enlighUned\ The memory 
of your husband ? Spoon was your husband ! and 
you are actually a widow — and — and — ah ! then — 
this is Miss Morville, with whom I have the frantic 
joy of speaking ? 

Mn. Spoon. I have betrayed myself ! Yes, you 
have come to Colonel Spoon's widow for a cover. 

De Honduras [with intense jay^. Oh! miracles of 
the ceramic art — I see all now I 

Mn. Spoon. All ? What do you mean, Mr. Hector ? 
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Z>e HondorM. You call me Hector? Ah! ^at 
name from your pretty lips effaces years of sofrow. 
Yes, I understand it all, now. While I was in ar- 
dent pursuit oi that Golden Fleece in china, which 
' now lies broken into a thousand bits, wlule I fol- 
lowed you persistently night and day — in the streets, 
at the theatre — Ah ! madame, the sweetest, tenderest 
. feelings gradually entered my soul \ After three 
days c^ vain pursuit, my heart no longer held a 
tureen, but your adored image only ! 

Bin. Spoon. Mr. Hector ! 

De HondunuL Every look that you gave me showed 
but too plainly your utter contempt for me, and from 
the madly enthusiastic collector I became the ar- 
dent but de^airing lover. Ah ! how happy I am 
to have found in the fascinating unknown, towards 
whom I was so irresistibly drawn, the widow Spoon ! 

Mrs. Spoon. Mr. Hector ! 

De Honduras. Yes, I reproached myself with my 
infidelity to the memory of Miss Morville, and if 
the collector had not often whispered to the lover 
^ Courage," I firmly believe that neither the one nor 
the other would ever have the happiness that they 
now have, of throwing themselves at your feet, im- 
ploring you to give them 

Mn. Spoon. My dear friend 

D« Honduras [much excited]. Pardon my boldness ! 
Look favorably upon this strange adventure, and 
deign — to complete my collection. Oh! forgive 
me, IVe lost my head — deign to reward my long 
constancy. Yes, one word from you will efface the 
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remembrance of all that I have suffered. I ask you, 
with tears of joy, madame, and smiles of hope, to 
give me youi cover — ^your charming hand, I mean. 

Mn. Spoon. My dear friend ! After my servant's 
carelessness just now, in breaking so valuable a 
piece, what can I reply to the collector ? 

De Honduras. Devil take the collection ! What is 
china to me now ? I love you ! 

Mrs. Spoon. This earnest appeal deserves an 
honest reward ; but my poor friend, what am I — a 
^ad widow ! I bring you a broken heart 

Be Honduras \perfectly beside himself\ FU have it 
riveted ! 

Mrs. Spoon. My heart ! 

De Honduras. No, cruel woman. I don't know 
what I'm saying. 

Mrs. Spoon. I should think not, when your beau- 
tiful dream is in pieces. Do you no longer think of 
it ? What could repay you for it ? 

De Honduras \in transport^ I will console it 

Mrs. Spoon. My cover ? 

De Honduras. No, no, your heart. The pieces are 
good. 

Mrs. Spoon \l(mghifig\ Of my heart ? 

De Honduras. Oh 1 for heaven s sake, let us stop 
these cross purposes. The day is won — the cover 
has fallen, the collector has vanished, and the lover 
remains ! I adore you ! 

Mrs. Spoon [wickedly]. Even without the cover? 

De Honduras \rises\ With all my tureen ! [Knodi 
nt the door.] 
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Mn. Spoon. Well ? What is it? [Enter Seroani,^ 

Bonrant The cover that you bought the other day, 
ma'am, has been taken to the jeweler to be mounted, 
ma'am. 

Mn. Spoon. What was that noise then that I heard 
just now ? 

S«nrant A jardiniere, that your dog, ma'am, 
knocked over. Your carnage is ready, ma am. [Exit] 

Mn. Spoon. Well, Mr. Hector — ^what do you say 
to that ? Your cover is not broken. 

De HondnrM. I am sorry for it I For now I sup- 
pose you will send us both away, one in the arms of 
the other, and then I shall certainly die. 

Mn. Spoon. * ' Certainly " — ^)'0u have returned my 
"enchanting adverb." No, Hector, I shall not send 
you away ; but I must leave you, until to-morrow. 
This evening I am going to a ball given to celebrate 
the wedding of my friend Jemima Doughty, a com- 
patriot of the — late Colonel. 

D« BondtuTM. Miss Jemima, who is to be married 
to Sir Robert Gravesend ? 

Mrs. Spoon. The same. 

De Honduras. That being the case, I shall beg for 
a seat in your carriage. {Draws /ram his pocket a wed- 
ding invitation,) My invitation {pointing to his dress 
suit) and my evening dress must emphatically prove 
to you that I too am going to a ball — that ball is 
given by my friend, Sir Robert Gravesend. 

Mn. Spoon. What a delightful coincidence I Are 
you well acquainted with him ? 

Z>e Honduras. Intimately. We were both sick to- 



THE SOUP TUREEN. 165 

gether on the same boat, from Calais to Dover. Such 
things create a life-long tie, and besides he is a collec- 
tor of china. His wife will be very happy. 

Mrs. Spoon. That we shall see ! In the meantime, 
I will give you with pleasure a seat in my carriage or 
coach, Mr. Hector. And the cover? What orders 
shall I give about that ? 

De Honduras. Let it be placed upon the sideboard 
•in your dining-room, and perhaps some day my 
tureen will join it, with your consent 

BArs. Spoon. I shall expect you to cultivate my 
taste for the ceramic art, Hector. 



SILENCE IN THE RANKS. 

BY E. D'HERVILLY. 



CHARACTERS. 

David, a Captain in the Army. 

Colonel George Hazelbrook, a retired Officer. 

Maude, his young Sister. 

A sitting-roam in a country house. TimCy an autumn 
morning. 



SCENE J. 

Maude. 

[Seated on a low chair near a fire of a few blaz- 
ing twigs y and gazing with a pensive air at a little 
framed photograph which she holds in her hand. A 
piece of wool-work has fallen from her lap to the 
ground.^ Come, I must be reasonable, or try to be, 
at any rate. And the first thing I must do to stop 
me from thinking of him any more to-day, is to put 
this photograph back into its place, where it has 
stood watching us silently for many a long year ; the 
likeness of a — ^well, I can't exactly call him ungrate- 
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ful — ^no ! but the likeness of a dear, cruel, blind 
old goose! \She puts photograph on chimney-piece.^ 
There! "d-o-n-e, done — it's done," as my brother 
George says. [Sits and sews^ It's done for to-day — 
but oh ! dear — there is to-morrow ! \Raises eyes and 
looks again at photograph. ] What a good and noble 
face 1 yes, it looks exactly as he is now, the gay and 
careless soldier, who used to go with George some- 
times to see me, when I was at school, and who 
seemed so alarming to the girls. Ah ! Captain David! 
Captain David ! in spite of your big mustache, 
your face must have seemed like that of a saving 
angel — of a St. Michael, with his flaming sword, that 
day, when pale and terrible you appeared in the 
midst of the enemy's upraised swords — ^to my poor 
George, who was lying on the ground — wounded. 
Ah I dear likeness ! It was sent to us from far, far 
away — one evening in October — a year after that 
terrible event. My brave George, who was put on 
the retired list, on account of his wounds, was there 
near the fire. I, a little child, was seated on the 
other side of the hearth. George smiled, and handed 
me this photograph without a word. Oh ! I knew 
it in a minute ! " It's David," I cried, " Captain 
David, I mean," and I corrected myself, blushing 
furiously. " No, Maude, you were right at first," said 
my brother. "Always call him simply David. When 
heaven spares a father's life, his child uses no titles 
in her grateful prayers to Him who saved it, but 
simply tlianks God." Well, I have followed George's 
advice. \With a sigh^ But I'm afraid that I've 
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said simply " David " too often when I'm all alone. 
Ah ! In the letter which came with the picture — 
did he not say " that he hoped that that likeness 
would recall somebody, sometimes, to certain per- 
sons " ? I know that the certain persons meant me ! 
Well, and IVe done what he asked. I've recalled 
the absent — not sometimes — ^but always. I don't re- 
proach myself, but I see now that I was wrong ever 
to have thought of David in any light but as the 
savior of my brother. Ah ! how one deceives one- 
self with idle dreams. [ With a sad sndle^ " Fool- 
ish is he who trusts in a photograph ! " \Takes a few 
stitches^ And to-morrow he is going away — Captain 
David is going to leave us, for many long, weary 
months ! His leave of absence has expired. He is 
obliged to return to the town where he is stationed 1 
and he has said nothing to me — nothing ! [ Wipes 
away a tear. Hears some one cough in the garden^ 
But here's George, and I must be gay. 



SCENE //. 
George — Maude. 



Oeorge \enters gayly\ Good morning, little sister— 
already at work, my pretty bee ? 

Maude [making military salute^. Good morning, 
Marshal de Rantzau ! 

Oeoige. No, no, not yet, Maude. That brave war- 
rior had no part of him in perfect condition but his 
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heart — according to song or history — I don't know 
exactly which it is, but it's pretty much the same thing 
after all. Now all my members can answer to the roll- 
call '* Here ! '* [Cougks.] My lungs are a little irre- 
gular in their proceedings, in the autumn especially, 
but that's all ! They are like the lungs of ''The 
Dying Girl/^ that poem, you know, which you re- 
cited so badly at school on examination-day. Good 
God ! a man cannot be spitted like a chicken by 
several soldiers, in several parts of his body, without 
feeling it a little — occasionally — in damp weather. 
But d, o, n, e, done I it's done. We won't talk any 
more about it. Have you seen that rascal of a 
David this morning ? 

Maude. I saw him just now, for a moment He 
said good morning, and then left me. 

Oearg: That fellow is always out. Ah I if I were 
still his superior officer I'd shut him up for seven years. 
But as it is I'm only his host — and debtor — and 
must — [iooks atieniively at Maude], Ah ! what hap- 
pened here just now, you seem troubled ? 

Maude [smtimg.] I, George ? 

Gkorge. Yes, you. Come a little nearer. Forward, 
march ! Your eyes are red ; why you've been crying, 
Maude I Did you say that David had just left you ? 
Did he ? [ Wt/k delighL'] Oh I I see ! ah ! my reserved 
little sister, he has taken advantage of your invalid 
brother's absence. Hurrah for England ! d, o, n, e, 
done, it's done ! He has proposed to you, eh ? and 
you answered, *' With pleas-ure, captain " {laughing]. 
Now, this is capital ! Bless you, my children. 
8 
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Mand* \in law voice]. No, Captain David did not 
honor me by asking my hand in 

Gkorge. He did not do you the honor ! What an 
imbecile ! Oh, if I were only in command of him 
again ! What ! didn't he beg you on his knees to 
consent to marry him ? Such an animal as he is ! 
Why, he only came here for that purpose, I. know, 
and he is going away to-morrow. He's a fool from 
the tip of his feather to the toe of his boot. 

Mande. He's not a fool. I'm not to his taste ; 
that's all. 

Oeorge. Not to his taste ! [CougAs,] Cursed fog ! 
Not to his taste, dear little Maude ! Miss Hazel- 
brook, sister of Colonel Hazelbrook ! I'd like to hear 
him say that to my face. 

Maude. He looks upon me as a sister — but — 

Oaorge. There is no question of sister here ; sister 
is my business. I've got eyes ; devil take him ! I 
tell you that he loves you. But this idiot has saved 
my life ; you are rich — and he feels a delicacy. He 
would die rather than ask a favor of me ! [Fit of 
coughing^ Devilish fog ! this beastly cough bothers 
me at the most important moments. I don't intend 
that things shall go on like this, do you understand ! 
What beggarly fellow is this, who refuses a rich, good 
and pretty girl, and a tolerably good-looking brother- 
in-law? I know well the position he is in — ^he is 
caught in the creditors' trap ; but I have no idea of 
allowing him to be drowned. For once in my life — ^ 
which I owe to him — ^he cannot prevent me from 
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paying a part of my debt, by paying all his — ^and to 
begin, I intend he shall marry you. 

M«ude. George ! 

Gkorgo. Yes, yes ; you'll find no George giving up 
to such nonsense ! You love him ? 

Maude. A little. 

OeoKge. A little — a great deal ; yes, you love him 
to the last leaf of the daisy. There is no harm in 
that. Oh, I'm perfectly delighted ! That fool of a 
David has a heart of gold. 

Maude. I sometimes think so, too. 

Qieorge. And I do always. A husband is what we 
want, I tell you. An opportunity has presented it- 
self to make us all three happy ; so let us seize it. 
David is dumb, let us speak ! He hides his feelings, 
let us show ours. Listen to me, Maude, I beg of you. 
I command you to force that dog to explain him- 
self — in church ! The world is upside down. So 
much the better. It's been right side up too long, 
while honest hearts were suffering. Forward, march ! 
But I would like a lively argument with him first, 
myself, and then I will deliver him up to you — ^after 
the skirmish the battle. Oh, I know him well ! His 
loyalty will form in hollow square ; but, by Jove ! 
it's for you to break it, and make him cry for mercy, 
at the point of the bayonet — little sister — at the point 
of the bayonet ! 

Manda, But if he should repulse me } 

George. Fall back in good order and call me, and 
I will bring up the reserves ; and then, by the Lord 
Harry, d-o-n-e, done — it will be done! 



172 PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING. 

Maude. You dear, good George ! 

Gkorge. I want you to be happy, that's all ! Have 
you, by any chance, the intellectual idea, that upon 
reaching the age of forty or thereabout — you might 
open a milliner's shop for old maids, and sell white 
bonnets trimmed with faded orange-blossoms ? 

Maude. I certainly should prefer some other em- 
ployment — but 

Oeorge. 1 shall wait, now, until you have put on 
the full uniform of a bride to — ^well, that's all. 

Maude. Do you want to marry, George ? 

Qeorge. Yes, dear little sister, after you, if there's 
anybody left, but we'll talk of that later. 

Blaude. Oh ! then, don't worry about me, but 
marry, dear George. Your children would be so 
glad to have a good little old aunt, some one to pet 
and spoil them, besides their mother. I shall love 
my nephews and nieces, so much ! 

Oeorge. Tut, tut, tut. Nephews and nieces are 
very fine, but it's like buying hot-house grapes — ^no 
matter how good they are, they never seem so juicy 
as the little common ones that grow in our own gar- 
den — get married yourself 1 

Maude. Well, George, as you insist upon it — I'll 
try to 

Oeorge. Then, forward, to the breach 1 

Maude [listening], I hear Captain David's step. 

Oeorge. Good ! Let me first say two or three 
friendly words to him. 

Maude [smiling]. Keep calm, George, and behave 
yourself 1 [Exit. 
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SCENE III. 
David — George. 

George. Ah 1 here you are, at last — Mr. Lounger ! 

David \evemng dress\. Yes, Colonel ! I wait your 
orders ! 

George. The first time you speak to me in that 
formal way, I'll suppress your five-o'clock bitters ; 
but where have you been ? What does this style of 
dress mean ? A dress coat by daylight ! A white 
cravat before breakfast ! 

David. Colonel — I mean George — it is because I 
am going to take a very serious step. In five min- 
utes I am going to ask the hand of a young lady in 
marriage. 

George [with delight]. Hurrah I old fellow ! So 
you've come to it at last 1 I have been expecting 
it, I confess ! 

David. Ah ! well, that isn't like Colonel Green. 
You remember Green — my Colonel — don't you ? a 
little dark, dried-up old fellow, and hard to take, 
like a beetle in your chocolate. 

George. Did I know Green ! By Jove ! Green 1 
Why, when we were in the Crimea, I beat him at 
piquet a hundred times. 

David. I was not aware of that little incident in 
his life. Well, the Colonel paid not the slightest at- 
tention to the request that you found so natural. I 
went to him, and said, " Colonel, did you ever hap- 
pen to notice the birds in Mrs. Green's aviary ? " 
" Yes, sometimes, during meals," replied the Colonel. 
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"Well, then, Colonel, you must have observed that 
at certain seasons of the year, these little creatures 
appear uneasy and restless, and fly back and forth 
to their perches. Some of them gather blades of 
grass, and others carry ends of thread in the ends of 
their beaks?" "Yes, Captain, I've noticed this 
during my meals," replied the Colonel. " This 
means that they intend to marry, build a nest, to get 
settled, or something or other." "Yes, Colonel! 
Well, Colonel, " I went on, " I am like Mrs. Green's 
birds — morally, that is. I have arrived at that time of 
life when I look to the future, and for several years 
past I have been walking back and forth, from one 
perch to the other, with ends of thread and grass in 
my beak. Colonel ! " " Do you wish to get married, 
Captain David?" cried out old Green — black, dried 
up, and hard to take, like a beetle in your chocolate. 
" Yes, Colonel," I said, hanging my head. "And I've 
come to ask your leave of absence, that I may carry 
out my intention." 

Gkoxye. And what did that old piece of leather 
answer ? 

DsTid. He said, " Very well. Captain, go to the 
devil, and stay there one month ! " 

George. Very good ; but the month has passed, 
my worthy friend, and you have not yet settled your- 
self ! 

David. No, but perhaps I shall have done so by 
this evening. I mustered up all my courage this 
morning, put on full mufti, and now I am going to 
ask for the hand of Miss Lucy Raymond. 
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Gkorge \compleUly bewildered], Lucy Raymond ! — 
Lucy ! — Did you say — Lucy Raymond ! 

David. Yes, Lucy Raymond ; number four of old 
Raymond's daughters. Old Raymond, your neigh- 
bor, who used to be in our regiment. But what is 
there so astonishing about it ? 

Oeorge. By the powers above, I wish I may be 
poisoned if I expected this ! Then you love old 
Ra3mQond*s No. 4 ? 

David [coldly]. No, not yet — but she's a good 
creature ; and it will be rendering a service to the 
good old Raymond. Lucy once gone, he will not 
be obliged to cut his daily bread into five pieces — and 
although I am poor 

Gkorge. What a fine old cracked fool you are ! 
Then you are going to marry out of pure charity ? 

David [embarrassed]. It's not out of charity ! It's 
out of sympathy — and then^ — ^well, I can't go hopping 
about all my life, from one perch to the other, with 
ends of thread in my beak — like the Colonel's birds. 
I must settle down — I must submit to the inevitable, 
and, as the princess said, When you can't get the 
bread you want, you must be content with the crust. 
Lucy will be my crust. 

Oeorge [low voice]. Blind idiot ! 

David. Eh? What did you say? Blind? No, 
no ; not as bad as that ! Miss Lucy is charming — 
however, there's no necessity of my going over all 
her merits in detail — you know her 

Gkorge. Oh, yes — she's a charming girl ! I know 
her better than you do. 
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D«vid. Of course, for you have known her longer 
— being a neighbor. 

Oeorge. I might have seen her on the day of her 
birth, and I hope to see her on the day of my death. 

Dairid. Then you approve of my choice ? 

Oeorge \angrily\. As Colonel Green says — "Go 
to the devil ! " 

Dsvid. Thanks—I'll be off. I shall be back again 
in five minutes. \ExiU 



SCENE IV. 
Maude — George. 



Maude [putting in head in half-open door]. Well I 
d-o-n-e, done ? 

Oeorge. No, not yet. But don't be alarmed — 
patience. He has just gone. 

Mande. You must have been too sharp with him ! 

Qeocge, On the contrary — ^he has offended me. 

Maude. What do you mean ? 

Oeorge. I mean that a third thief has appeared— 
and everybody seems to be fighting for Captain David. 

Blande. Good heavens ! who is the third thief ? 

Oeorge. Your friend Lucy Raymond. 

Blaude. Oh ! dear, oh ! dear. 

Oeorge. But never mind, he don't love her. 

Maude. Does not love her ? 

Oeorge. No, he does not love her. I feel sure 
that David would never rush into a marriage of mere 
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convenience, unless he was too cowardly to marry 
for love. He loves you, Maude, yes, he loves, you* 
While he was telling me of his grand resolution, 
covering the wound in his heart with a veil of gayety, 
his eyes perpetually wandered towards the door of 
your room. He loves you — but he dare not speak. 

Mftnde. How sad you make me feel, dear George ! 

Oeorge. Be calm, little sister! Lucy won't take 
your idiot of a Captain away from you. I give you 
my word of honor. She has other thoughts in her 
head. I know it ! 

Blande. You think so ? But why ? Lucy has eyes 
and ears as I have. She knows too, as well as I do, 
the value of the noble heart which he will offer her, 
and, although she may be young, a few gray hairs 
here and there, on a head that she loves, would not 
prevent 

George. The devil ! No, I hope, as you say, that 
a few gray hairs — or white ones either — here and 
there, would not — but hush ! here comes your highly- 
prudent lover. I vanish. Come, courage, little sister. 
The enemy approaches ! To arms ! \Exit 



SCENE V. 
Maude — David. 

\Maude sitSy sewing earnestfy,^ 

Z>atvid [appears at end door^ head down^ not seeing 
Maude], Ah ! what a sad game of chance life is ! 
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I have been now forty years — ^no, thirty-six — staking 
my happiness on the turn of a die, and always on 
the wrong number. Oh, Maude ! I do beBeve that 
the devil gets into all the women sometimes, good 
and bad. 

Maude. Thanks, Captain. 

David [starting]. Oh ! are you here, Miss 
Maude ? 

Maude. Yes, I've just come in, to catch the end 
of that beautiful sentiment. 

David. Please forgive me, Miss Maude, but I was 
in such a fury — and with reason too. 

Maude. Why, what has happened ? 

David. Shall I tell you ? You cannot understand 
my irritation ; you, who are always so calm. 

Maude. I do not bear the character of a terma- 
gant, it is true 

David. Thanks ; you have answered me severely. 
But never mind — this is what has happened. I am 
frank, as you know ; I never hide what is in my 
heart. 

Maude. Hum ! 

David. How * hum * ? 1 am frank — as frank as a 
bear. That's the only merit I have, may-be, but 
I've got that ; well. Miss Maude, a few min- 
utes ago I asked Miss Lucy Raymond to be my 
wife. 

Maude. Eh ? what a sudden idea ! But I've heard 
of worse. 

David. Sudden is the word. But the motives 
which brought it out this morning date a long while 
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back, Miss Maude. They have been bottled up 
these ten years past. 

Mande. Well, I don't care to hear them, Captain. 
To the point. 

David. Very well. Then here it is. I asked five 
minutes interview with Miss Lucy, which she 
granted me, and as soon as we were face to face and 
alone I said : Miss Lucy, look at me attentively. I 
am no longer young, and have many other defects 
besides. I am a gambler, a pleasure-seeker, quarrel* 
some, a gadder — a little crack-brained — ^wiU you 
have me ? 

Maude. Well, Captain David, what a begin- 
ning ! 

David. Well, but, Miss Maude, I began like an 
honorable man, frankly hiding nothing. Like a man 
on the field of battle, I took my ground, threw off my 
coat, and bared my heart. 

Maude [aside]. What a goose ! [Aloud,] And 
what did Lucy say to your tempting preamble ? 

David [furious]. She laughed in my face, and 
packed me off without ceremony, 

Mande [laughing]. Impossible ! 

David. It is exactly as I tell you. 

Maude. Confess that poor Lucy had a right to 
show some surprise. 

David. What do you mean by poor Lucy ? Why, 
that little girl there didn't even give me time to 
finish my sentence. To be sure I had given her a 
pretty general account of myself, but there were sev- 
eral particular qualities to declare — and they were 
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not such as to be so very much scorned — even by 
your poor Lucy ! 

JOxadm, Poor Lucy ! I dare say she is feeling 
very sorry now ! 

Bftvld. I should hope so, indeed. I wonder if she 
knows what she has refused I Why did she not let 
me explain ? She would then have understood, 
no doubt, how flattering to her it was, that a soldier 
should come to her and say frankly : '* I know that 
I am an insignificant pebble ; but you are a fairy, 
and can transform me into a stone more or less 
precious." And that was what she did not give me 
time to say. Then I was going to say too: " I know 
myself to be quarrelsome, a pleasure-seeker, a gam^ 
bier, a lounger, and a gadder, and I, who am so well 
acquainted with my faults, know how much I need 
a wife who would cure me, at once and forever, of 
all my faults and vices. I require one who would 
rule me ; a severe teacher of morals. I am not 
ashamed to say that I need a wife with a — fist. To 
govern me, to make me walk straight, she must have 
a hand of velvet under a gauntlet of iron — I mean a 
gauntlet of iron under a hand of velvet — I mean — ^in 
fact, you understand what I mean." A gentle little 
wife like you, my dear Maude, would never do for 
me ! 

Maude [angrily]. Captain David ! [calmly!] But 
it's perfectly useless to get angry with a baby like 
you ; and now hadn't you better be polite enough to 
find my ball of red worsted which has rolled under 
the easy-chair there ? 
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Bftvid. Certainly. \Looks under everything !\ No, I 
don't want a gentle little wife, and that small but 
domineering Lucy is just what I require. Where the 
devil is that ball ? What I wish to do is to obey. 
I've commanded too long. That's the most ex- 
asperating ball ! Don't pull your worsted, Miss 
Maude. I would obey a determined wife with alac- 
rity. Ah ! I think I've got that abominable ball at 
last. Now don't pull the thread, please — bang — {seizes 
ball suddenly^ Halt, ball ! 

Mande. You've got it at last. That's lucky ! 

Dairid. Here it is, and as I told you 

BKande \inUrrupiir^\ I beg your pardon. Cap- 
tain, a gentle little woman like myself never com- 
mands ; she begs. Will you do me another favor 
now ! 

David. Twenty-two of them, Miss Maude. 

Mande \laughit^\ Well, then, receive from my 
white hands this gorgeous skein of purple worsted 
and deign to help me wind it. \Pffers him a large 
skein.] 

David [holds oul hands]. Yes, certainly; but you 
will let me finish telling you my grievances, Miss 
Maude, won't you ? 

Maude. Yes, but you must be quick about it. 
[Arranges skein ever his hands,] 

David [sils on fooUsiool at her feet. Afterwards 
rises, and while speaking, spins about. The worsted 
gets wound around him]. Quick as a flash ! I have 
told you that I wish to be the slav€ of my wife. I 
know that I am too much inclined to take all the 
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liberty that I can get. Very well, now I. wish to be 
held down, tied, kept in leading-strings. If I answer, 
I want my wife to say, " Halt" If I object, she must 
cry out, " Silence in the ranks ! " Ah ! who'll give 
me the wife of my dreams ? In what country must 
I look for her ? With a woman of that kind, this 
gadder of a Captain David couldn't be eternally 
dining with his friends. No more cards — no more 
punch — ^no more anything of that sort I dare say, at 
first, I should rebel a littlt, I should kick, and bite, 
and scratch, and everything ; but I should give up 
at last, and obey with gratitude, love, and delight 

BSauda. Captain, don't draw up your fingers in 
that way, you make sad work of my winding, you 
are getting all my threads tangled. 

Z>avid. Winding wool is not the question, Maude ! 
You are my best friend, and I surely can tell you all 
that is in my heart. 

Maude. Hum ! 

David. Hum, again I have you a cold, this morn- 
ing? 

Maude. No. Hold your thumbs better, the thread 
comes oflF every minute. Now, do be obliging ; just 
as you would if I were Lucy, whom you wished to 
conquer by your gentleness. 

David. Oh ! phsaw — don't talk to me any more 
about that stupid girl ! I don't wish to flatter 
myself — but she won't find many such good fel- 
lows — for, although lam sl gambler, gadder, lounger, 
pleasure-seeker, I am honest, sensible, affectionate, 
sincere 
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Maude \raising her hands impatiently]. Captain ! 
Captain ! You would have made a very bad Hercu- 
les at the feet of Omphale ! 

David. Hercules ! Ah ! he died too soon. He 
should have lived long enough to rid the earth of 
that little monster, Lucy, amongst others. 

Maude. Come, now. Captain, no more of your 
spite ! you've abused Lucy enough. I beg you will 
speak with more respect of my dear little friend. Be 
quiet and hold up your thumbs. 

Z>avid [muttering'], I won't be quiet. 

Maude. I entreat you to be quiet — and do hold 
your hands in a better position ! Lucy is no less a 
charming girl because she refused you. 

David [angrily]. She's a haughty little minx ! 

Maude. Captain I Silence in the ranks ! 

David. Come, now, you said that very well — with 
a good intonation. 

Maude. I don't wish to joke. Raise your arms, 
sir. The next time you do me the honor of helping 
me with my work, don't go first to the Raymonds' 
and get your temper so tried. 

David« Little idiot I 

Maude. Who are you talking about ? 

David. Who ? Why, your lovely friend Lucy, to 
be sure 1 

Maude. For heaven's sake, Captain, go and digest 
her refusal in silence ! When I speak, I intend to 
be obeyed, do you hear ? I am not your command- 
er's sister for nothing. [Houghly,] Lift up your right 
thumb. 
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David \pbeys\. But I'm getting very tired, Miss 
Maude. 

Maude. That's nothing I Wait till you are mar- 
ried ! 

David. I? 

Blande. Yes, you ! \R<mghly^ Raise your left 
thumb. 

David. That's quite possible ! but I ought to have 
had my revenge on that impudent little wretch. 

Maude. That would have been a very pretty thing 
indeed, Captain. 

David. That's possible, too ! but, after all, I don't 
consider myself beaten. No ! by Jove ! and I'll go 
at once, and tell her. \Rises,\ 

Maude [poking him down into seat]. Stay where 
you are. 

David. Now, Miss Maude, look here ! Wool is a 
serious thing, but so is honor. Let me go. She 
made fun of me. A burst of laughter is not the 
proper answer to give to an officer who has been 
decorated and wounded twice. No — I shall go. 
[Ibises again,] 

Maude [pushing him down on his knees]. Silence in 
the ranks ! 

David. Look here, my friend ! you say that in a 
tone 

Maude. I say it in the tone that pleases me. I for- 
bid your going to insult that innocent child. She 
was quite right to refuse a brute like you. 

David. But, Miss Maude ! 

Maude. But, Captain ! 
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David I'm not your husband ! 

Maude. No, I know you are not, and I'm very 
sorry for it. 

David. Why! 

Mande. Because for the last five minutes you would 
have had a very substantial correction. 

David. I! 

Maude. Yes, you ! Don't make me nervous ! 

David. Good gracious ! all the girls have lost their 
heads to-day. 

Blaude. All ! Do you mean the audacity to in- 
sinuate that I'm crazy ? And you dare to say that to 
me, Colonel Hazelbrook's sister ? 

David. Miss Maude, I have never, in my life, de- 
nied my own words, and I am frank. I am a gadder, 
a pleasure-seeker, a lounger and quarrelsome, but 

Maude [slapping hifn\. Silence in the ranks ! 
David. A blow I 
Maude. Yes ! a slap. 



SCENE VI. 

The same — George. 

[Enter George.] 



David [rudh'fig cheek\. Lord ! the Colonel ! I am 
undone ! 

Oeorge. What a noise you are making I I can't 
enjoy reading my newspaper with all this infernal 
racket around me. Are you fighting ? 
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Dsrid. Yes, Colonel. That is to say. Miss Maude 
is fighting with me, I have just received from her 
hand a caress, most decided in its character. 

O«orf •. So much the better. 

DftTld. Ah ! Colonel ! 

O«orf •. So much the better, I say. You wanted 
a wife who would control you ; well, you've found 
what you wished, my boy. D-o-n-e, done ; it's done. 

DaTld. Yes ; controlled, but legitimately, by my 
wife. Miss Maude has no right to do it, and I am 
dishonored. But I shall not leave here without 
having satisfaction. 

0«org«. Dishonored ! Isn't a man who attempts 
to supplant, in a woman's heart, the friend of twenty 
years' standing ; who tries to take from a comrade 
the girl he is engaged to marry — ^isn't this man, I 
say, more dishonored than he who receives a little 
slap from the little hand of a little girl ? Tell me 
that, sir, eh ? 

Dayld [seriously]. Oh, George ! I am a lounger, a 
pleasure-seeker, a braggart, a gambler, dissipated, 
no doubt ; but I say that such a ma;i as you describe 
is a scoundrel and a coward 

a«org«. Very well, then, you are that man. 

David. //* 

O«orge. Yes. Didn't you ask Miss Lucy's hand, 
this morning ? Well, little No. 4, as you call her, 
has been engaged to me since yesterday 

Maud*. Oh, you wicked brother ! Then that was 
the secret ; and you kept it from me — ^your little 
sister 1 
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David. Oh, you wicked George I Why did you 
keep it a secret from me ? 

Oeorgte. On the contrary, why did you keep your 
secret from me, you double-dyed villain ? Why did 
not you acknowledge that you were disheartened, 
you absurd animal ? that you didn't dare ask for the 
little sister, of your old comrade in arms ? Why were 
you so silly as to think that you were poor, when 
I am rich ? Go down on your knees, you mass of 
pride ! 

David \at feet of Maude]. Oh, Miss Maude ! Can 
you ever forget 

Maad« \^g^tly\ Silence in the ranks I 

David. No, I will not hold my tongue, as I am not 
yet your husband. I will say, ** Maude, here is my 
other cheek ; please give me another box, and the 
hand with " Ah ! IVe well deserved it, 

Maude. The box, David ? 

David. Yes, the box ! for not having found out 
before that you did not hate me, and that you have 
condescended for some time 

Maude. Silence in the ranks I \^Gvves Mm her 
hand.'] 

Qeorge. D-o-N-E, done; it's done. Upon my 
word, I am so happy that I forget to cough. 

David [shakes hands with Colonel]. My brother! 
How surprised Colonel Green will be. He sent me 
to the devil, and I return with an angel. 

Oeorge. Come, it's twelve o'clock. Let us go to 
lunch. We can cry at dessert ! 

Curtain falls. 



SOPHRONISBA...OH! 

COMEDY IN ONE ACT. 
BY CHARLES NARREY. 



CHARACTERS. 

Savigny. 

Henriette, his Wife. 

Bruno, his Vakt 

A drawing-room; door at the back of stage ; to 
right, another door ; to left, a window ; also^ 
nearer to the front, a door ; before this door a 
screen. Piano. Table. CcUnnetwtth bric-a-brac. 
Easel in the middle of stage, halfway backj on 
the ectsel, a picture covered by a shawl. 



SCENE I. 
Savigny, then Bruno. 



\As the curtain rises, Savigny is standing before the 
easel J he lifts the shawl, and looks at the portrait.^ 

Savigny. Dear little Paul ! . . .he seems to smile at 
me... I am satisfied at last ... though painted from 
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memor)', I have caught the likeness admirably... 
[Bruno enters door back of stage J] Some one?. . . 
Is it you, Bruno? [Covers the picture hastifyJ] 

Bnmo. Yes, sir, I took the liberty of bringing the 
newspapers. 

Savigny [jglancing at them]. The Sylph I the 
Illastrated Journal of Fashion ! What nonsense, 
Bruno I these are for Madame. 

Bnmo [cmde\ That's true . . . See what it is to think 
forever of my Sophronisba. . .Sophronisba. . .Oh 1 

Savigny. Is Madame at the Baths ? 

Bnmo. Yes, for the last fifty-nine minutes. 

Savigny. How does she feel to-day ? 

Bnino. I can't say how she feels, Monsieur, but / 
feel that she is very poorly. 

Savigny. Why do you say that ? 

Bnmo. Hasn't Monsieur observed, as I have, that 
the climate of Belgium is far from, beneficial to a 
lady of Madame*s temperament ? 

Savigny. This is the first IVe heard of it. 

Bnino. Ever since Madame came to Spa she has 
grown weaker and weaker. . .her appetite is gone. . . 
her eyes are dim... she is very pale... she has, at 
times, a dry, hacking cough . . . 

Savigny. You've lost your senses, Bruno ... I see 
none of these alarming symptoms. 

Bnmo. Monsieur may be right ; but I must say 
that I think the air of Paris — the good, healthy air of 
Paris — would be very much better for. . . 

Savigny. What fee do you charge, Dr. Bruno ? 

Bnmo [seriously]. None at all, sir. 
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Savigny. Thank you. I am going to the studio for 
half an hour. . .1 shall be back to breakfast . . . Give 
me my gray hat. [Bruno brings a black katJ] My 
good fellow, when I want a black hat I will ask for it. 
[Goes himseif and gets the gray hat ; is about to leave 
the room, but returns towards JBruno,] 

Bruno. I know what Monsieur is going to^say. . . 
" Bruno, don't touch the little shawl that covers the 
picture." . . . Monsieur doesn't appreciate me. . . 
I'm not one of the fellows that finger everything. 
[Aside.] I'd rather touch nothing . . . It's much less 
fatiguing. 

Saviguy. Brush this hat. 

Bruno [brushing hard the wrof^ way]. Every 
morning when Monsieur goes out, he says — over and 
over again — " Don't "... [Drops the hat.] Madame 
will be very careful how she uncovers this picture, 
after her unfortunate — curiosity — about the last . . . 
the one Monsieur called the " Aboriginal " — or some 
such name. He kept it veiled like this one . , . [Drops 
the hat. ] Madame, a true daughter of Eve, couldn't 
stand that ... so, in spite of the prohibition — ^prob- 
ably because of it — she lifted the veil and saw . . , 
well, we won't say what. [Drops the hat,] Wasn't 
Monsieur angry ! and wasn't Madame confused ! ! 

Savigny [jfichs up the hat, and takes the brush from 
Bruno], Give it to me . . . you wiU never get through 
with it. 

Bruno. Is this a companion picture, sir ? [Savigny 
goes out wit/wut answering,] He didn't hear me. 
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SCENE IL 

Bruno, alone. 

At last ! Here I am, alone ! \Sits down in an arm- 
chair^ Now I can think about my Sophronisba . . . 
Oh ! \To the audience^ You don't know my Sophro- 
nisba . . . Oh ! . . . no ? . . . Well, that's a pity! . . . Im- 
agine an angel . . . 1*11 show you her photograph . . . 
[Takes two photographs from his pocket ; shows one to 
the audience.^ Let me cast a melancholy glance 
upon it. . . . There she is ! ... in the costume of a 
comet . . . just as she looked the night I took her to 
a masked ball . . . like a ray of light ; . . . her dress 
had a spangled tail . . . there it is ! [Looks tenderly at 
the photograph^ And here's mine [shows the other^ . . . 
as a Circassian nobleman. I was living then with M. 
Maurice (Madame's cousin), and I borrowed the dress 
of him . . . that is, I took it. I did look wonderfully 
handsome in it . . . you should have seen my false 
beard ! ... in a moment of enthusiasm Sophronisba 
kissed me. [Clasping his hands.'] Sophronisba ... Oh 1 
. . . and then . . . she promised to marry me in a 
month. Now ! see my luck 1 before the month ex- 
pired Madame was taken ill, and that idiot of a doc- 
tor sent her off to Spa. She couldn't go without me^ 
of course . . . and here I am ... a hundred thousand 
miles from Sophronisba . . . Oh ! ! I . . . [Takes an enor- 
mous plum bun out of his pocket and begins to eat,] 
The separation is killing me ! I am trying now 
to make them turn me off . . . [with his mouth full], 
I do the most provoking things ... I lose half their 
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property ... I break everything I touch . . '. I'm very 
insolent ... I never answer the bell ... No use ! you 
would really think that Monsieur and Madame had 
no ey^s-^no ears — nor tempers ... I mean to bring 
matters to a crisis to«day . . . I Ve got to think of some 
new and inM^able performance. [Bell rings. ^ 
There's Madame . , , [Jiings again ; he does not stir.\ 
Impatient, is she ? {JHfigS Umder than before\ 
Madame was sent to Spa to calm her nerves ! \Bell 
rings violently again and again.} The waters haven't 
done her a bit of good . , . I know that from her way 
of ringing . . . 



SCENE III. 
Bruno, sitting in an arm-chair — Henriette. 

Benriette \enterifig], Bruno, Bruno, are you deaf ? 

Bmno. Not yet, Madame. 

Benriofcta. What are you doing there ? You were 
asleep. 

Bmno. Oh ! no, Madame ... I was trying to think 
of . . . 

Bfluiofcto. What do you say ? 

Bmno [checking himself \ I said I was putting 
things to rights... 

BoQiiettQ {smiling cU the appearance of the room]. 
Or wrongs ! 

Bmn9 [/^«/i^], J was putting things to rights as 
much sm I can iQ a^ rgom where I'm forbidden to 
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touch anything. [Aside.] She is awfully nervous . . . 
now is the time to strike . . . 

Benriette. Help me to clear this table. 

Bruno. I obey, Madame, but . . .1 protest . . . [Takes 
a pile of books in Ms apron^ drops half; as he picks them 
upy drops the other half,] Formerly, before I came to 
Monsieur Savigny, I lived with another painter, who 
had a young lady, a model, there, every day ...she 
never dared to touch Monsieur's things. 

Homitttte. That is quite another matter ... I am 
the wife of M. Savigny. 

Bnmo [to the audience]. A mighty poor reason I 

Benriette. Have my newspapers come ? - 

Bnmo [taking them from kis pocket]. Here they 
are, Madame ... 

Benriette. Journal of Fine Arts ! The Archaeolo- 
gist I . . . 

Bnmo. Beg pardon ! my head is topsy-turvy . . . 
Here are Madam's papers [giving her those which are 
on the table ]. Madame, might I say a few words ? 

Benriette. What is it ? 

Bnmo. Does Madame like the way I brush her 
boots ? 

Benriette. Not very welL Here, take this blotting- 
book. 

Bnmo. Do I take proper care of Monsieur's 
clothes ? 

Benriette* No, indeed you do not; you neglect 
them. 

Bruno. Don't I ? I have ruined your new kid 
boots. . .and as for the buttons on Monsieur's coat 
9 
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... my sorrows 1 I mow them off . . . it's infamous — 
that's the word — infamous / 

Henriette. Try to do better, that's alL Pass me 
that statuette. 

Bruno [giving her the statuette]. And the way I 
wait at table ! ... it is pitiable I Madame must re- 
member how I smashed that pile of plates . . . old 
Sfevres— just as easily as if it were earthenware I . . . 
and that macaroni I spilt on Monsieur's head ! . . . 
and the curry I toppled over into the custard ! . . . 
such a waste too ! nobody could eat the curry . . . 
and nobody could eat the custard ... If I were Mon- 
sieur and Madame I should send me flying through 
the window. 

Henriette. What do you mean, Bruno ? 

Bruno. Why this . . . that my heart is elsewhere . . . 
Question, why did I come to live* with Madame? 
Answer to be near my Sophronisba . . . Oh ! . . . 

Henriette [smiling]. And to break my plates ? 

Bruno [absent-mindedly]. To break your plates . . . 
that is — ^no, no, to see my Sophronisba at all hours 
. . . she is lady's maid to the lady that lives opposite 
to Madame. Well, what was the end of it ? I'd no 
sooner settled myself in Madame's house before 
Madame carried me off to Belgium . . . three hundred 
and ninety-nine miles — and a half — from Paris . . , 
I've measured it. I want to know from Madame 
herself how long she wants to stay at Spa. 

Henriette. Till I am cured. 

Bruno. When will that be ? 

Henriette. After twenty-two baths. 
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Bruno. And Madame has taken . . . ? 

Henriette. Seven. 

Brono. Only seven ! [Aside.] Take seven from 
twenty-two ? fifteen remain — condemned to fifteen 
more days of anguish ! . . . I can never bear it . . . 
three hundred and sixty-five hours before I see my 
Sophronisba . . . O ! ! ! Impossible ! . . . the hairs of my 
heart are turning white . . . can*^ I make Madame get 
rid of me ? 

Henriette. Take care of this Venice glass ... I 
value it. 

Bruno [/aking it from Henriette\, I am sure 
Madame didn't pay a cent less than she could have 
bought it for in Paris . , . and then, the trouble of 
taking it home . . . and the duties ? . . . [Drops the glass ^ 
which breaks to pieces^ Ta-ta-ta ! 

Henriette [gently]. Oh ! my poor glass ! 

Bruno [violently]. It wasn't my fault I The ob- 
stinate thing would slip through my fingers . . . Ma- 
dame needn't call me an idiot, a careless fellow ! . . . 
am I to put up with abuse ! . . . it's too bad ! ... I'd 
rather give warning at once than be treated like the 
scum of the earth ! . . . 

Henriette [astonished]. Do you want to leave us ? 
Well, then, give me your account-book. 

Bruno [taking it out of his pocket]. Here it is ! 
[Aside joyfully!] There ! I've done it now ! I'm 
free . . . 

Henriette. Bruno, I am sorry for you ... I will 
overlook your conduct ... I should be grieved to 
break off your marriage . . . you can stay . . . your 



igS PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING. 

Soph . . . Sophronie is, no doubt, an honest girl, and 
would not marry a man dismissed from a good 
place. 

Bruno [aside]. That's true ... I never thought of 
that ! . . . Change of base ! . . . [Aloud.] Madame will 
please pardon a moment of ... of nervous excite- 
ment. She may be quite sure that in future . . . 

HenriofcU [smiling]. You will break rather more 
than usual ! 

Bruno [seriously]. That was not exactly what I 
meant to say. 

Henriette [laughing], I should hope not. [Begins 
to look over her newspaper,] 

Bruno [aside]. The wisest thing to do would be to 
drive Madame herself back to Paris . . . difficult ! . . . 
more difficult than smashing china ! 

Henriette. Bruno ! [Aside,] What an odd servant ! 

Bruno [aside]. If I only knew how to get at her 
cousin Maurice ... I'd let him know we were here . . . 
he*d come, fast enough . . . Monsieur is a little jealous 
of him ... oh ! as jealous as Madame is of that little 
actress at the Palais- Royal. . . . Jealousy ! ah, what a 
blessing in families ... 

Henriette. Bruno! [Aside,] He is in the clouds I 

Bruno [aside]. Monsieur would get in a fine state 
of mind, and whirl us back to Paris by the first train. 
...Yes. ..but how can I manage it ? . . . [Reflects,] ... 
I have it ! ... the photograph of my Sophronisba. . . 
Oh ! Ah/ ,., here it goes into the pocket of Mon- 
sieur's overcoat ! [Puts the photograph into the pocket] 
That's enough for Madame's jealousy . . . and, if it 
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doesn't do the business , ,,tny photograph will drive 
Monsieur crazy. 

Henziette \lookiT^ up from her paper\ Bruno I 
What are you doing ? 

Bruno. I am brushing Monsieur's overcoat. [Holds 
the coat upside dmvHy and divers papers and the photo- 
graph fallout of the pocket and scatter adout.] Well 
done, stupid ! 

Henriette. Another awkwardness ! 

Bruno. I'm incorrigible ! What would Monsieur 
say if he were here ? 

Henrietta [picking up photograph]. Whose likeness 
is this ? I don't know it. 

Bruno. Monsieur has had it some months. 

Henriette [looking at it], I can't recall the face. 

Bruno [looking over Henriette* s shoulder y and speak- 
ing c^ide to the audience]. Attention ! I open fire ! 
[Aloud.] It looks like some . . . celebrity ... an ac- 
tress, perhaps, at the Folies-Marigny ... or [pointedly] 
the Palais-Royal 

Benzlette [^uickfy]. The Palais-Royal ! 

Bruno [aside to the audience]. Look out ! 

Henriette. Bruno ! were you ever at the Palais- 
Royal ? 

Bruno. Yes, Madame, a hundred times. 

Henriette. Do you know an actress named Lise 
Bluet ? 

Bruno. Yes, but not so well as some gentlemen, 
who. .. 

Henriette [quickly]. Enough ! 

Bruno [looking at the photograpJi], Madame is right 
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. . .there is a something. . .but this one is rather more 
. . .no, perhaps rather less. . . 

Henriette \with agitation^. He still thinks of her ! 

Bruno \aside to the audience\ Jealousy ! I told you 
so ! \Aloud.\ Here's Monsieur coming in to break- 
fast, and I haven't brushed his overcoat. [Aside.] 
The clouds are gathering. . .the storm's brewing I. . . 

[jExit. 

SCENE IV. 

Henriette — Savigny. 

Henriette \aside\. I will make him own it. . . 
Savigny. Well, my. darling, why don't you kiss me 
for good-morning ? 

Henriette \coldly\. Excuse me. 

Savigny. How are you to-day ? 

Henriette. Very ill , . .that's to say. . .very well. . • 

Savigny. Does your head ache ? 

Henriette. No ! [Savigny rings the del/.] 



SCENE V. 

The same — Bruno. 



Savigny [to Bruno ^ who appears at once]. Has any- 
thing come for me ? 

Brono. No, Monsieur, nothing at all. 
Savigny. Strange ! I expected a letter. 
Henriette [quickly] . From your mother, no doubt ? 



SOPHRONISBA .,,0H! 



199 



Savigny.' No, the Paris mail was in long ago. . • 
from Gaston at Vichy. 

Bruno [aside]. Ho! M. Gaston is at Vichy ... I'm 
glad to know it. 

Henriette [aside], Vichy ! . . . Ah ! ! . . . [Aloud,'] 
Vichy is a charming place, is it not ? 

Savigny. Charming ! 

Henriette. You went there often before our mar- 
riage, didn't you ? 

Savigny. For the waters, yes. . .but now my health 
is perfect. . .thanks to you. . .and happiness. . . 

Henriette [nervously]. Wasn't it at Vichy that the 
Palais- Royal /roupe was playing two years ago? 

Savigny. Yes. 

Henriette. Did you go to the theatre ? 

Savigny. Yes. 

Henriette. Every night ? 

Savigny. Yes. 

Henriette [more and more nervous]. Then, perhaps, 
you saw a certain actress named Lise Bluet . . . more 
remarkable for the innocence of her name and the 
beauty of her face than for . . . her talents ? 

Savigny. Yes. 

Henriette. Did you hear of a duel about this . . . 
lady . . . between a celebrated literary man and a 
young artist who . . . expects to be celebrated ? 

Savigny. Yes. 

Henriette. The artist was wounded . . . but I am 
told he triumphed in other ways ... he won the 
lady?... 

Savigny. Yes. 
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Benriette. An actress ! There*s a name invented, 
I believe, for just such actresses . . . women without 
talent . . . only engaged for their pretty faces ? 

Savigny. Yes. 

Hmriette. They are called utility actresses, are they 
not? 

Savigny. Yes. 

Hmriette. Their utility is displayed in striking 
tableaux, is it not ? in fetes, and fiery scenes . . . they 
wear strange fancy-dresses — beginning late and end- 
ing early — such as the White Cat ... the Rain of 
Gold ... A Salad- Dressing . . . often a Star ... a Con- 
stellation . . . sometimes a — Comet ! 

Savigny. Yes. 

Henriette [showing him the photograph]. Don't you 
think it very like her ? 

Savigny. No. 

Henriette [groiving exited]. Why have you never 
taken me to the Palais-Royal ? I know young girls 
can't go there — ^but is there any reason why a married 
woman shouldn't enjoy good acting ? 

Savigny. No. 

Henriette [irritated]. Why have you never told 
me anything about your affairs ? Why didn't you 
tell me about your duel about that lady ? Do you 
suppose I should be such a fool as to be jealous of 
the past ? 

Savigny. No. 

Henriette [expiosiifely]. Then you are much mis- 
taken ! I am jealous — very jealous of your . . . late 
romance ; simply because you never told me about it 



SOPHRONISBA .,.0H! 20I 

... Ah ! you haven't got to the last chapter of it yet, 
or you wouldn't keep her photograph in your pocket 
— ^next your heart ! 

Savigny. I don't keep her photograph ... for the 
good reason that I n€ver had it. 

Henriette. A likely story ! 

Savigny. It may not be likely, but it is true. 

Henriette. Then may I ask how I happened to find 
it on the floor just where Bruno was brushing your 
overcoat ? Bruno saw it too ! 

Savigny. For heaven's sake don't bring Bruno into 
this discussion . . . \ Perceives Bruno^ who during this 
scene has been grinning ^ and making signs to the audi- 
ence,^ What are you doing here ? 

Brono. I'm waiting till Monsieur tells me to go. 

Savigny. Begone ! 

Bruno. I'm gone ! [Exit, 



SCENE VL 
Savigny — Henriette. 



Savigny \to Henriettey who sits down\. Now, Henri- 
ette, listen to me ... I dont know how this picture 
got here . . . but I swear to you . . . 

Henriette. That it is not the portrait of Mademoi- 
selle Lise Bluet ? 

Sarigny. Yes. 

Henriette. Well, if it is not Mademoiselle Lise 
Bluet, who is it then ? 

Savigny, I don't know anything about it. 

9* 
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Heniietto. You are a very poor deceiver . . . 

Savigny. 1*11 try to improve . . . 

Henriette. I assert positively that that is the por- 
trait of your old flame developed into a comet ! 

Savigny. You are mistaken. 

Henriette. Prove it by giving me that photograph 
for my album. 

Savigny. To be sure . . . take it . . . \Gives it to her^ 

Henriette. I understand. . . You have plenty more ! 

Savigny \impaHently\, Come, put an end to this ! 

Henriette. Oh ! you are angry, are you ? I've 
touched the right spot at last. . .1 shall retire to my 
room. [Savigny does not stir,] I forbid you to fol- 
low me. [Ife does not move.] Ah ! I will be re- 
venged ! [JSxit. 



SCENE VI L 
Savigny — Bruno, 



Bnmo \enteringy feather brush in hand^ and making 
believe to dust the furniture. Aside to audience]. We 
are getting on finely ! At this rate we shall be off 
to Paris this evening. Ah ! she little knows what 
awaits her, my Sophronisba. [Flourishing his fea- 
thers^ Sophronisba ... Oh ! 

Savigny \mtuh agitated^ and stalking hastily up and 
down^ Bruno following him]. Life will be intoler- 
able. . .making me such a scene. . .to me/ a model 
husband ! 
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Bruno [aside ^ following him step by step]. Good, I 
tell that to Madame. . .after we get to Paris. 

Savigny [still walking]. But ... if I'm to have the 
odium of it. . . I'll . . .make up for lost time. . . 

Bruno [following], I shan't tell that to Madame. 

Savigny [still walking], Henriette is good. ..I 
know that. . .but she is passionate. . .and jealous — 
to excess. 

Bruno [still following. Aside to audience], JIe*s 
not jealous 1 oh ! no !. . .a regular Othello. . .minus 
the blacking ! 

Savigny [walking faster than ever]. If I don't put 
a stop to this, our home will become a hell ! Sup- 
pose, to punish her, I were to go off to Vichy with 
Gaston ? 

Bruno [aside]. God bless him ! then Madame 
and I will go to Paris. 

Savigny [stopping short and reflecting]. No... 
anger is a vile counsellor. Henriette is young and 
inexperienced ... I ought to consider her jealousy 
a proof of love. . .An honest, straightforward expla- 
nation is the right thing. . . 

Bruno [who has stopped short behind him. Aside]. 
No, no. . .I'm opposed to that . . . 

Savigny [ivalking again], I'll take the first step 
. .*. she'll thank me for it. [Goes to Henriette^ s door 
and knocks^ 

Henriette [within], I'm not at home . . . I'm out. 

Savigny [smilir^]. Still furious ! Bruno ! Bruno ! 
[Turns y and finds himself nose to nose with Bruno^ 

Bruno. Here I am, sir, here ! 
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Bavlgny. What are you doing at my heels ? 

Bnino. Waiting orders. 

Savigny. Well, give me something to write with. 
[Asidg.] I've been too hasty I Half a dozen kind 
words — and all will be forgotten. 

Bruno [aside]. We'll see about that 1 my por- 
trait — ^from Circassia — will put a flea in his ear 1 I 
wafU to go to Paris . . . and I mean to go to Paris. 
\^ips his photograph into Henriette^s blotting-book — 
arranges it on the table,] Here is all Monsieur waiits . . . 
pens, paper, ink . . . [aside] and a portrait which he 
doesn't Want. 

Savigny. Very good [opens the blotter and sees the 
photograph]. What's that ? . . . 

Bruno [aside]. Beginning of the second chapter I 

Savigny. A strange face among my wife's pa- 
pers ! . . . 

Bruno. A strange face ! indeed ! not as strange as 
he thinks for. [ To the audience.] Attention ! I'm go- 
ing to charge ! [Aloud,] It's a handsome gentleman 
disguised as a Circassian — from Circassia. Hasn't 
Madame got a cousin who travelled in those parts ? 
. . . perhaps it's he. 

Savigny. You're a fool 1 

Bnmo [aside y laughing]. Not /.' 

Savigny [aside]. The fellow may be right after 
all ... I have only seen that Maurice once . . . and 
then at a distance . . . but I could swear to his car- 
roty red beard. [Aloud,] Well, he's an ugly brute 1 

Bruno [discomfited]. Hang him ! he is blinded 
with jealousy I 
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Savigny. Henriette loved him before she knew 
me . . . they were engaged when she was a mere 
girl . . . there's a good deal in first love ... it may be 
childish ... it may be silly, but . . . it's tenticious as 
the devil ! . . . 

Bruno [aside]. Oh I my ! that's the way I loved 
my Sophronisba ... in her swaddling-clothes . . . and 
nothing can extirpate her image from my heart ! . . . 

Savigny. But ... if she loves him^ why put on that 
jealousy oi me? ... Was it a ruse ? Did she hope to 
drive me away ? ... to get rid of me ? . . . Yes, no 
doubt ! . . . the cousin is here ... waiting a favorable 
moment . . . 

Bruno [nodding to the audience]. Hi ! see the 
green- eyed monster hopping round ... hi, hi . . . 
st' boy . . . 

Savigny [turning round]. Bruno ! tell Madame I 
wish to speak to her at once . , .at once^ do you hear ? 

Bruno. Monsieur, here is Madame. 

Savigny. Very good ; begone I [Aside.] Now for 
a tite-a-tite. 

Bruno [aside y pointing to the screen]. A triangular 
tite-h'tite^ if you please, sir. [Exit. 



SCENE VII J. 

Henriette, Savigny, Bruno. 

[The last comes back through a side door and hides 
behind the screen^ 

Henriette. I have reflected soberly ... I beg you to 
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pardon my late excitement . . . which was hasty and 
ill-advised. My sense of propriety forbids me to 
place the portrait of a . . . Lise Bluet in my album . . . 
beside those of your mother and sister ... I have, 
therefore, the honor to return it. 

Bruno \, popping his head above the screen], A first- 
rate observatory ! 

Savigny [sharpfy], A good offer, Madame; we 
will now make an exchange . . . 

Henxiette. I don't understand you . . . 

Bruno [aside]. I do ! 

Savigny. Give and take ! for me, that picture. . . 
for you — this one/., . [Gives her the photograph of 
Bruno ^ 

Henrietta. A portrait ! Whose portrait, if you 
please ? 

Savigny. You ought to know better than I do. . . 
I found it in your blotting-book. 

Henriette. Ah! indeed! So you condescend to 
spy among my papers ! . . • 

Bruno [aside]. Pretty good, that ! 

Savigny. By accident, 1 assure you. 

Bruno [to the audience]. That's me! I'm the 
accident . . . 

Henriette. I wish I could believe you, sir., .the 
whole charge is absurd ... 

Savigny. Absurd ? Do you mean to say you deny 
that this photograph belongs to you?... I might 
have known you would I . . . You have forgotten that 
I am well aware your cousin Maurice went to a ball 
at the Turkish Embassy in that very dress. . . 
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Bnmo [aside]. The crash is coming ! 

Savigny {violently]. As a Circassian !... and thai 
is he! 

Bruno \aside\ Is it 9 f 

Savigny. It is much flattered. . .but I recognized 
it instantly . . . 

Henriette [looks at it smiling]. It is my cou- 
sin ?. . . 

Savigny [furiously]. You confess it ? 

Henriette. I ?. . .not at all ! I said, it is my cou- 
sin ? — note of interrogation — as if I had said, do you 
think it is my cousin ? 

Savigny. Don't equivocate. . .you owned it 1 

Henriette. Well, if you insist. . .oh I certainly. . • 
yes! 

Bruno [aside]. Well ! that's queer ! she recog- 
nizes him too ! 

Savigny [with an angry gesture^ flinging himself 
into an arm-chair], I now understand — ^fuUy under- 
stand — ^your late threats ... 

Bruno [aside]. What a fool I am ! she is only 
tricking him I 

Henriette [aside], 1 don't know where the picture 
came from — but if it will only make him jealous I 
• ..I'll profit by it I 

Savigny [rising and speaking bitterly], Madame, 
if you regret that you are my wife, it would have 
been honest — it would have been loyal — to have 
told me so. . .but to leave about. . .in your blotting- 
book ... in this shameless way ... a portrait ... 

Henriette [ironiccMy], Evil communications cor- 
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rupt good manners. . .a bad example, sir, is conta- 
gious! 

Savlgny \ furious]. I see your little game, Ma- 
dame I 

H«iiri«tta. I can guess yours I 

Bruno \<i5ide\ Hot and heavy ! I'll keep out of 
range! 

Savlgny. As Monsieur Maurice possesses your 
love.. . 

Hrartotlo. If Mademoiselle Lise Bluet occupies 
your heart.. . 

Savigny. Let us make an end of it ! 

H«nri«tte. Yes ! let us make an end of it ! 

Bruno [aside], I'm glad of that ! 

Henriette. In our position there is but... one... 
word., .to say. 

Savlgny. Say it. . .if you dare. 

Henrietta. And why shouldn't I dare ?. . . 

Bruno [aside]. Precisely — why shouldn't she ? 

Henriette. The word is synonymous with freedom 
— ^with deliverance. . . 

Savlgny. Well then, say it. . .1 am waiting. • . 

Bruno [aside]. We are waiting. . . 

Henriette. With impatience. 

Savlgny. With resignation. 

Bruno [aside]. With anxiety. 

Henriette. Well, then . . . [Pausing- ] Let us . . . 
separate I 

Bruno [waving his feathers]. Here we are, at 
last! 

Savlgny [hitter fy], I forgot that women have 
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every courage, except. . .the courage they ought to 
have ! 

Henriette [^(naif^], I start for Paris immediately. 

Bruno [aside], I'll go and pack my trunk. . .in a 
big bandanna handkerchief ! [jExt/. 



SCENE IX, 

Henriette — Savigny. 



Henriette. To-morrow I shall sleep once more 
under my mother's roof ! 

Savigny. My lawyer shall meet you there. Do 
not fear, Madame ; you shall be well provided for. 

Henriette. I understand you . . . you are eager to 
return to Mademoiselle Lise Bluet, if indeed (which 
I doubt) you have ever parted from her. 

Savigny. I was consulting your wishes ... In hasten- 
ing our separation you will be the sooner free to re- 
ceive Monsieur Maurice, if indeed (which I doubt) 
you have ever ceased to entertain those tender re- 
lations... 

Henriette. How very amiable ! Will you excuse 
me ? I must pack my trunks . . . [Sarcastically,'] You 
may inspect them before I leave, if you wish it. 

Savigny. I take the two o'clock train for Vichy. . • 
Gaston expects me . . . 

Henriette. Ah! true... the Palais-Royal iraupe is 
now there. 

Savigny. Thank you for the information. , 

Henriette. You were ignorant of it ? | 
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Savigny. Perfectly. 

Heniiette [looking about the room], I had better 
make two piles^of the things that belong to you and 
the things that belong to me . . . Here are your col- 
ors .. . your easel . . . 

Savigny. Don't touch that picture ! 

Henriette [poin/edIy\. You need not be so frightened 
. . . Here are your portfolios. . . 

Savigny. Where are my shirts. . .my. . . 

Heniiette. Pardon me ! if I am no longer your wife, 
such things cannot be mentioned before me . . . Here 
is your. . .your linen. . .your coats. . .your dressing- 
gown. . . [T/iraws everything in a heap on the ground,'] 

Savigny. Would it be a liberty if I ask you to handle 
my things more carefully ? 

Henriette. Oh ! no . . . There ! now we have only 
to divide the bric-k-brac, which we— collected on 
— our journey. ..Whom does this statuette belong 
to? 

Savigny. To you ; you bought it at Brussels for 
sixty francs. 

Henriette. Yes, but I had only thirty francs in my 
purse. . .you paid the rest ... it belongs therefore to 
iis . . . what's to be done ? 

Savigny [poliiely]. Keep it. 

Henriette [with dignity], I wish to have what is 
mine, and nothing that is not mine. 

Savigny. There is one way — violent, but decisive. 
[ Takes a knife and cuts the statuette in two.] I've cut 
the Gordian knot. 

Henriette. Solomon himself couldn't do better. 
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Savigny \untk knife in one handy and statuette in 
the other]. Which end will you have ? Heads or 
tails ? 

Henriette. I have no preference . . . but time 
presses. [Rings the ML] 



SCENE X. 
The same — Bruno. 



Bruno [enteringy aside]. Good heavens ! a knife in 
his hand ! Oh, this is going too far ! [Aloud,] Did 
Madame call for help ? 

Henriette. Nonsense ! Call a cab. 

Savigny. Call two. 

Bruno [to the audience]. They're at daggers drawn 
. . . and if they attempt to be reconciled, I've [slyly] 
got a little game ... I shan't tell you anything, 
more . . . [Exit. 

SCENE XI, 
Savigny — Henriette, then Bruno. 

Savigny. The die is cast ! 

Henriette. Yes, cast, [Aside,] Not a regret ! 

Savigny [aside]. Not one tear ! [Aloud,] So, then, 
Madame, you leave me with a smile upon your lips — 
hypocrisy in your eyes — and in your heart . . . false 
wife! you have deceived me! unworthy mother! 
you desert your child ! ^ . . 
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Henriette [choking with anger]. What infamous 
language ! 

Savigny. You have forgotten your child for the last 
three months ... do you want a proof of it ? We have 
been in Holland, Bohemia, even Bavaria — the land 
of toys — and you never once thought of our little 
Paul . . . you have not sent him the smallest play- 
thing. 

Bruno [enters^ and hides behind the easel] . My pack- 
ing is done . . . let's see how they are getting on. 

Henriette. Here is my answer. \^Opens a little 
trunk filled with toys^ and spills them out over the floor,] 

Bruno [aside]. Bless us ! 

Savigny. You meant to give them privately ! Ah ! 
I recognize you there, . .You hoped to wean the 
love of that little angel from his father !. . . 

Henriette. That little angel, as you call him, hasn't 
been much in your thoughts. You were three days 
at Nuremberg, and you did not even buy him a 
Polichinelle !. . . 

Savigny. I make answer ! [Draws from under 
the table an enormous Polichinelle], 

Bruno [aside]. My gracious ! what a Polly she- 
neel !. . .it's enough to reconcile them !. . .1 shall 
have to play my great card !. . . 

Henriette. So you kept it hidden ! Perhaps your 
intentions were worse than mine. . . 

Bruno [to the audience]. Now, then ! attention ! 
Charge of the Third Brigade !. . ,[Knocks with the 
handle of his feather duster on the door^ and pretends 
to enter, — Aloud,] Monsieur !. . .[Shows a letter in the 
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palm of his hand^ and makes believe to hide it as soon as 
Henriette sees it,\ , .Madame ! [Holds up another for 
her, and hides it as soon as Savigny looks at iV.] 

Savigny. What's all this telegraphing ? 

Bnmo [dropping his eyes as if confused]. Well. . .1 
can't say. . .1. . .1. . .oh ! I'm no hand at diplo- 
matics ... I'd rather own everything. . .the truth is, 
two persons came here and gave me . . .letters. . .a 
letter for Madame and a letter for Monsieur, and 
one of them said : " Bruno, my lad, give it to 
Madame when Monsieur's back is turned ; " and the 
other said : ** Give it to Monsieur [prodigious tennk'] 
when Madame's gone to bed ". . .but, I'm an honest 
fellow. . .I'm no hand at deceit. . . 

Henriette. Give them to me ! 

Savigny. And go ! 

Bruno [jgiving a letter to each, aside]. If they make 
it up after that, I'll eat my feather duster. [JSxit, 



SCENE XJL 
Savigny — Henriette, then Bruno. 

Savigny [aside, looking at the note in Henriette* s 
hand]. It must be from Maurice I 

Henriette [aside, looking at the note in Savigny*s 
hand]. The audacity of that Lise Bluet ! 

Savigny. You are not reading your. . .mysterious 
letter ? 

Henriette. I might say the same thing of you. 

Savigny. Curiosity is not my vice. . . 
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Henritttte. You have no vices. 

Savlgny \bowing low\ Too good ! 

Henriette. Permit me to remark that you are not at 
all gallant. . .Your biUet-daux is doubtless from that 
. . .'that. . .lady \scornfully\ who awaits you at Vichy. 

Savigny. Possibly. . .pray attend to your own. . . 
\Points to the letter in her hand,^ 

Henziette. By and by. 

Savigny. Why not now ? 

Henri«tte. Curiosity is not one of my defects. 

Savigny. You have no defects. 

Henrietta, [curtseying profoundly]. Too good ! 
Why don't you tell me this note is from my cousin 
Maurice ? 

Savigny. I may not say it, but I think it. 

Heniiette. Perhaps you are right. [Moves away.] 

Savigny. Where are you going ? 

Henrietta. To the window. . .to read it. 

Savigny. To hide your emotion ! 

Henriette. At the point we have reached, why 
need I hide my emotion ? Why need I feel any ? 

Savigny. Very true. You are flying in the face 
of all decency. 

Henriette. HoW charming I 

Savigny [to Henriette^ who is moving away]. Stay ! 
I command you I 

Bruno [suddenly appearing behind the screen]. It's 
getting dramatic ! 

Savigny. You shall not leave the room. So long 
as we are not separated, I am your master, because 
I am your husband. 
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Henriette. \in a Inting ^me]. And because you are 
the strongest. 

Savigny. Give me that letter. . . 

Henriette. I shall do no such thing !. . .You can 
try force if you l^k^, ., [Savigny shrugs his shoul- 
der s.\ 

Bruno \to the audience^. Don't be frightened. . .he 
won't strike her !. . .[The cracking of whips is heard.]^ 

Savigny. Here are the cabs ! 

Bruno [aside]. My ! I am glad of it ! 

Henriette. May I ask you for my cashmere shawl ? 
[Paints to the one which cavers the picture,^ 

Savigny. Take it, madam. 

Bruno [aside to audience^. Now, we'll get to the 
bottom of that mystery I 

Henriette [speakiftg rapidly], I have sworn never 
to go near that easel. . .1 keep my oaths. . .do you 
think I would expose myself to the risk of looking 
at that picture ?. . .Never I. . .1 know very well what 
it is !. . .the portrait of Mademoiselle Lise Bluet. . . 
enlarged. . .improved. . .but [tremendous sarcasm] not 
corrected. . .[ Without replyingy Savigny removes the 
shawl] Oh I oh ! Paul !. . .my little son I. . .he 
looks at me 1 he smiles ! he seems to speak to me 1 
[Covers her face,] 

Bruno [aside]. Damn it ! there's all my scaffold- 
ing down ! No, stop ! the letters ; they'll do the 
business. . . 

Henriette [to Savigny]. And I accused you ! . . . 
so shamefully ! . . . but how could you make such a 
likeness from memory ? 
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SaTlgny. Dear boy ! I see him with the eyes of 
my heart. 

Henrietta. Ah ! my friend, forgive me ; forgive my 
injustice — my ill temper . . . and as for those vil- 
lanous letters — here's mine . . . 

Savigny. Here's mii\e : read it . . . 

Henxiette. Let's read them together . . . 

Bruno \aside\ Now for my hour of triumph ! 

Savigny and Henrietta \with pecUs of laughter \ De- 
licious ! 

Brono \aside\ What are they laughing at? they 
ought not to laugh. 

Henrietta \reading\, " Sir, Monsieur Maurice de 
Trany has just arrived at Spa. Be on your guard. 
A friend to husbands" Poor Maurice ! 

Savigny \readiT^\ " Take care, Madame. Made- 
moiselle Lise Bluet, actress at the Palais-Royal, has 
been f ourtyate hours in this town. A friend to wives," 
[Laughing.] That poor Lise Bluet I 

Henrietta. It's a joke. 

Savigny. It's a wager. 

Henriette. That way of spelling forty-eight [spelling 
iV], f o u r t y a t e, is not altogether unknown to 
me. 

Savigny. I'll call Bruno. [Bruno hastily disappears^ 
We can find out through him who brought the letters. 
[Rings the bell.] 

Henriette. Behold the fate of cousin Maurice ! 

Savigny. See how I value Mademoiselle Lise 
Bluet ! 

[They tear up the photographs at the same moment!] 



SOPHRONISBA . . . OH! 2 1 J 

SCENE XIII. 
The same — Bruno. 

.. Bruno [eniering by door at bottom of stage]* Did 
Madame ring ? [Sees the pictures in pieces^ Good 
heavens ! my Sophronisba in halves ! . . . Sophro- 
nisba . . . Oh ! . . . and that poor Bruno in quarters ! 
Ah ! oh ! ah ! ... I shall have the jaundice ! . . . 

Savigny. What's all this ? 

Henriette. He has made a fool of us ! . . . \Pickit^ 
up Bruno's account-book^ and turning over the leaves,^ . . . 
See here : " One pound of wax candles fourtyate 
sous." [Shoufs Bruno the book and the anonymous let- 
ter,] They are the same handwriting, Bruno. 

Bruno [falling absurdly on his knees]. Forgive me, 
oh, forgive me, Madame ! . . . Love alone is guilty ! . . . 
that little demon . . . emptied his quiver into my . . . 
ardent heart ! . . . [ Weeps.] 

Savigny. What is he saying ? 

Bruno. I couldn't live [x^^]...far from my So- 
phronisba. . .Oh ! [sob] and I wanted... to make 
Madame. . .take me back to Paris. . .Oh ! Oh ! Oh ! 

Henriette. But these photographs ? 

Bruno. That's my adored... my beautiful So- 
phronisba . . . Oh ! [sob] . . . and the other is . . . your 
humble servant — Bruno ! Oh ! Oh ! 

Henriette. Servants.^ 

Savigny. I begin to understand ; we were the pup- 
pets. . . and he pulled the strings ! Pleasant ! I 
think, Henriette, we will never mention cousin 
Maurice again. 
10 



> 



2l8 PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING. 

Henriette. He is married in Mexico ... I forgot to 
tell you that. Dear friend, you do forgive me ? 

Savigny. Thoroughly. 

BenMette. And as for that Lise Bluet . . . 

Savigny. Who is married — after a fashion — in 
Russia . . . 

Kanrielta. Let us say no more, ; '^ .' 
fast as we can to our little blond a: . • 

Savigny. Hurrah for Paris ! 

Bruno [scrambling off his knees j. Hurrah for 
Paris ! IVe done it somehow ! . . . 

Savigny. You here 1 I shall send you back to Nor- 
mandy, to your father. 

Bruno [/a/lifig helpless irUo a chair]. To father ! 
Farewell, my Sophronisba . . . Sophronisba . . . Oh ! ! ! 
I . . . shall , . . die . . . I 

Henrietta [to Savigny]. We are happy ourselves 
... let us forgive him. 

Savigny [laughing]. Very good... the beautiful 
. Soph . . . Sop . . . what's - her - name ? . .. will probably 
punish him worse than we should. 

Bruno [lo the audience]. I'll risk it ! . . . Don't you 
lave my Sophronisba ? Sophronisba ... Oh 1 1 
Curtain falls. 



